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PREFACE. 



TT ITH as much attention as he could possibly 
bestow^ the Editor of the following Compilation 
has selected the words of the most favourite pieces 
performed at the Glee Club : should he have suc- 
ceeded to the satisfaction of those gentlemen who 
have been pleased to honour him with their 
patronage^ he will be no less gratified than obliged. 
If, however^ notwithstanding the assistance that 
has been afforded him^ which calls for^ and re- 
ceives his sincere and grateful acknowledgment, he 
may have passed over some errors, or have omitted 
some notices ; he looks to that indulgence which is 
ever inclined, rather to encourage, than repress 
good intentions ; and to pardon, than ex^gerate 
trifling inaccuracies. 

On looking over the collection the reader will 
find, in most instances, the name of the author of 
the words given to the respective Glees, Madrigals^ 
&c. and, when that has been omitted, the Editor 
must plead in excuse, doubt in his mind to whom 
the words were to be ascribed. Should this Work 
reach another Edition, he hopes to avail himself of 
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the corrections of his friends, and to render it still 
more acceptable. 

Difference of opinion has prevailed in the mu- 
sical world respecting the composition of Ibe , 
popular air, and words of " God save the King ;" 
some account of both may not be uninteresting. 
Such as strikes the Editor as worthy of considera- 
tion is submilted, and in the language of George 
Saville Carey, by whom it is given, in vindication . 
of Iiis father, for whom he claims the honour of 
this national song, and to which, it would seem, 
that he is justly entitled, 

"Henry Carey, was the natural son of George 
SavilIe,MarquisofHalifas,from whom, and from his 
family, he received a handsome annuity to the time 
of his death. It is said there were private reasons 
why he did not retain the name of Saville himself, 
though he annexed it to the Christian names of all 
the male part of his own family. He was a musi- 
cian by profession, and one of the lower order of 
poets. His first preceptor in music was Olaiis 
Westeinson Linnert, a German ; he received fur- 
ther instructions from Roseingrave; and, lastly, 
was in some sort a disciple of Geminiani. Being 
but slenderly accompIiBhedln his art, his chief em- 
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jiloymcnt was teaching at boarding-schools, and 
among people of middling rank in private families. 
Though he had but little skill in music, he had a 
prolific invention ; and very early in his life distin- 
guished himself by the composition of songs, being 
the author both of the words and the music. One 
of tliese, beginning witli, " Of alt the girls that are 
so smart," is said to have pleased Mr. Addisou so 
muchj that he more than once vouchsafed to com- 
mend it. But the most successful effort in his art 
was the celebrated popular song of " God save 
great George our King," of which both the words 
and melody were by him ; the bass being the com- 
position of Mr. John Smith. This was intended 
as part of a birth-day ode. He was also the prin- 
cipal projector of the fund for decayed musicians, 
their widows, and children. 



" In a fit of despair, he laid violent hands upon 
himself, on the 4lh of October, 1744, at his hoiise 
in Warner Street, Coldbath Fields; and, by means 
of a baiter, put a period to a life which had been 

I led without reproach, being upwards of eighty 

L^H years of age. 

^V Ca 



"■ As a musician (Sir John Hawkins observes) 
Carey seems to have been of the first of the lowest 
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rank ; and as a poet^ the last of that class of which 
Durfey was the first."* 

Henry Carey composed the popular song^ ^' God 
save great George our King/' but although he had 
much genius for music^ he was ignorant of the 
rules of composition^ and applied to Smith to 
adapt or alter the bass to the air. f 

*^ As it has been whispered abroad^ nay, even 
given in print, fliat an annuity of two hundred 
pounds per annum had been bestowed on me, in 
consequence of my fdther being the author of 
'' God save great George our King/' I think it a 
duty incumbent on me to acquaint the world, that 
no such consideration has ever yet transpired ; yet 
I must beg that my readers will give me leave to 
introduce a few lines on this subject. 

'' In spite of all literary cavil and conjectural 
assertions, there has not yet appeared one identity 
to invalidate the truth of my father *s being the au- 
thor of the above important song ; some have given 

* See liiograpbia Dramatica, originally compiled to the year 1764, 
by David Erskine Baker ; eoiitinued tli^nce, t9 17B9«. by baac Reed, 
F. A. S. aud brought down to the end 6f Nor. 1 81 1, by Stephen Jonea. 

t See Anecdotes of John Christopher Smith, ''Handel's Amana* 
entis," page 43, by the Rev. W. Coxe. 
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the muMC to Handel, others to Purcell ; some have 
signified that it was produced in the time of Char. I. 
others in that of James I. and some in their slum- 
bers have dreamed that it made its appeatance in 
the reign of Henry VHI. it might as well have been 
carried still further back, to the reign of Saul, or 
that of Solomon, the son of David. 

^' I have heard the late Mr. Pearce Galliard, an 
able counsellor in the law, and a colleague of my 
father, who died some years ago at Southampton, 
assert, time after time, that my father was the au- 
thor of ^^God save the King ;" that it was produced 
in the year forty-iive and six; another friend 
presented it to me in its original state, bound up 
with a collection of songs for two and three voices> 
set to music by Mr. Handel, Dr. Blow, Mr. Leve- 
ridge. Dr. Greene, Mr. Eccles, Mr. Lampe, 
Daniel Purcell, Mr. Corfe, and Henry Carey ; first 
printed in the year 1750, for John Johnson, oppo- 
site Bow-Church, in Cheapside.^ It precedes ano« 
ther song of my father's, beginning with 

^* He comes, he comes, the hero comes, 

** Sound, sound your trumpets, beat your drums," &c. 

* See Balnea, or George 'Saville Carey'i Journey to Windsor. 
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But^ for the satisfaction of my readers^ I will insert 
the song of'' God save great George our King/' 
as it is printed in the original text^ in the Grentle- 
man's Magazine^ for October^ 1745^* where it is 
called a song for two voices^ sung at both play- 
houses^ and runs thus : 

<^ God save great George our King, 
Long live our noble King, 

God save the King ! 
Send him yictorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 

God save the King ! 

O Lord our Gfod, arise ! 
Scatter his enemies, 

And make them fall : 
Confound their politics, 
Frustrate their knavish tricks. 
On thee our hopes we fix, 

O save us all ! 

Thy choicest gifts in store. 
On him be pleas'd to pour. 

Long may he reign ! 
May he defend our laws, 
And ever give us cause 
Tossing, with heart and voice, 

God save the King !" 

* In the Gentleman's Magasine is the original tune, which J. C. Smitli 
compUins of, and altered at Carey's request. 



A Song for two VoUcs , sung at 
both Play-houses. 




The above is the orij^nal Tunc as 
set .for two Voices by Henry Carey; 
which I.C.Smith altered at Carey's re. 
qttest . 



Friittrf in ttit- GrntlrmsiiS Mii«a»iii# 171^5. 
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PRETACS. XIII 

The stanzas which follow have been occasional^ 
and added to the original song. 

Lord grant that Marshal Wade* 
May, by thy mighty aid. 

Victory bring ! 
May he sedition hush, 
And like a torrent rush. 
Rebellious Scots to crush ! 

God saye the King t 

From ey'ry latent foe,+ % 
From the assassin's blow, 

God save the King ! 
O'er him thine arm extend. 
For Britons' sake defend, 
Our father, prince, and friend ! 

God save the King ! 

'' Every one who has read the history of the 
Scotch rebellion^ in 1745^ will remember that 
Marshal Wade was a commander of great and 



* This rtnt was added and sun|^ on the defeat of tlie Scotch 
Rebels, 1745. 

•f* This stanxa was written by Mr. Sberldani daring the performance 
of the evening 9 oo account of his Majesty harinf^ been shot at by James 
Hadiieldy a maniac, at Dniry-Lane Theatre, on the ISthof May, 1800. 
It gave peculiar pleasure, and was Tociferously encored by the whole 
Midieiioe. 
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eminent ability, employed by our government to 
repel the factious spirit of the Caledonians who were 
hostile to this country at that tinie^ and invaded 
many of the northern parts of this island. 

"■ The following letter of the ingenious Dr. 
Hariiiglon, of Bath, strongly corroborates the au- 
thenticity of my father's being the author of the 
song in tjuestioti : hearing from JMr. Sale, during 
my stay at Windsor, that tlic Doctor was in pos- 
session of this piece of information^ 1 entreated him 
to make it known to me, which he politely and 
readily acquiesced in, saying — 



" Sir, 
" The anecdote you mention respecting your 
father being the author and composer of the words 
and melody of " God save great George our King" 
is certainly true ; that njost respectable gentleman, 
Mr. Smith, my worthy fricndand patient^ has often 
told me what follows, viz. 'That your father came to 
him »'ith the words and music, desiring him to cor- 
rect the bass, which Mr, Smith told him was not 
proper ; and at your father's request he wrote down 
another in correct harmony." Mr Smith, to whom 1 
read your letter this day, the 13th of June, repeated 
(he same again. His advanced age and present in- 
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firroity render him incapable of writing or desiring 
lo be written to ; but^ on his authority^ I pledge 
myself for the truth. Should this information 
prove in the kast advantageous to yourself, it will 
afford the most sincere satisfaction and pleasure to^ 

'' Sir, 
'' Your most obedient Servant, 

^' W. HARINGTON.' 

" Bat\ June J 3, 1795." 

"■p. S. My curiosity was often raised to enquire 
after the author before Mr. Smith related the above, 
and I was often misinformed. Mr. Smith says he 
understood your fiaither intended this air as part of 
a birth-day ode, or somewhat of that kind ; how- 
ever this might be, no Laureat or composer has 
furnished the world with any production more 
complimentary or more popular, which must ever 
be the consequence of concise elegance and na- 
tural simplicity. 

^'This Mr. John Smith was friend and assistant 
to Mr. Handel many years."* 

» Sebtnidty vrai bom 17 IS, at Aiwiiach, in Prmn«ani«, came t* 
England with Handel, who was born February 24, 1686, at Halle, in 
Upper Saxonj* 



" Surely the foregoing letter wears (he complex- 
ion of truth, and yet, either from envy or rigid 
scepticism, it has been held out by many as a mat- 
ter of doubt, without one feasible authority or cir- 
cumstantial argument that- could render it so. 

"Convincedof theinfullibililyof Dr.Harington'3 
letter, I concluded on giving it a place here, re- 
ferring the reader to the material and provident 
aid the song had often yielded to the King and 
state, in every critical situation ; when lurking se- 
dition had caused loud and dangerous murmurs to 
be daily heard in every house and every street, 
threatening defiance to the sword of Justice and 
her wise established laws, spurning at Majesty on 
his road to meet his mob-insulted senate, or annoy- 
ing him in his public pleasures ; yet, has the 
wavering subject been often called back to his 
original duty to his King, and the harsh and cla- 
morous voice of anarchy lulled into a calm, by this 
divine, this popular, and national hymn."* 

John Ward speaks of " God save the King" in 
his account of the Professors of Gresham College, 
published 1740, where he gives a catalogue of Dr. 
jfepusch's music as follows: No. XVIII, 2 vols. 4:to, 

* EilcKt from a work calUd the Balnu. 
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Vol. I. folio 56, '' God save the KmgJ^^ which is 
all that rs there mentioned of it. It has been 
thought to be a variation of that gentleman's, com- 
posed on the above tune, but the Editor has not 
been able, at present, to meet with it. 

The foUpwiag popular song was first sung at 
Cliffden, in a Masque called Alfred^ before their 
Royal Highnesses the Prince and Princess of 
Wales, on the 1st of August, 1740 ; written by 
Mr. Thomson and Mr. Mallet, and set to music by 
Mr. Arne. 

*' Yet, e'er yott go, in our lov'd eoontry's pnuse, 

'* That noblest tbeme, bMr what hia rapture breathes." 



AN ODE in the Masque of Alfred. 

When Britain fijrst, at Heaven's commandy 

Arose horn out the aaure wain ; 
This was the charier of the laody 
And guardian aagels sung tbip stmin : 
^^ Rule, Britannia ! rule the waves ; 
" Britons never will be slaves." 

The nations not so blest as thee, 
Must, in their turn^ to tyrants fall : 

While' thou ihalt flourish gteat and free, 
^:Mfe drtod and ebvy of them alt. ' 
«IUle,"to. ii : » 
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Still more majestic shall iLou rise, 

More dreadful from each foreign stroke ; 

As the loud blast that tears the skies, 
Serves but to root tby native oak. 
" Rule," &c. 

Tliee haughty tyrants ne'er shall fame : 
All their nttcmpts to bemi thee down 

Will but arouse thy generous flame ; 
But work their woe, and thy rcnowo. 
*' Rule," &c. 

To thee belongs the rural reign. 
Thy cities shall with commerce sbinc : 

All thine shall be the subject main, 
And every shore it circles thine. 
« Rule," &c 

The muses, still with freedom found. 

Shall to thy happy coast repair : 
Blest isle! with matchless beauty crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair, 
" Rule, Britannia ! rule the waves ; 
" Britons never will be slaves." 

It may not be unacceptable to give, in this place, 
rame account of the Glee-Club, which was first held 
at the Newcastle Coifee House, Castle-street, in 
.the Strand, December 1^2, 1787. The following 
gentlemen formed the original institution : 



r RoDERT Smith, Esq. 

Dr. Arnold, 

Dr. Beaver, 

Rev. James Hinckes, 

T. S. DupuiSj Esq. 
■ John Roberts, Esq. 

rjAMEsllESELTISE, Es(|. 

I Theo. Avlward, Esq. 
B/CuARLES Wright, Esq. 
[Thomas Gregory, Esq. 
. Desdier, Esq. 



Luff. Atterburv, Esq. 
Thomas Lisley, Esq. 
Honorary Members. 
Mr. S. Webbe, 
John Dvne, 
PaI'L Hubler, 
J. W. Callcott, 
John VIindle, 
James Bartleman, 
Sami'el Wecbe, Jun. 
Samuel Harrison. 






The Society removed (o the Crown and Anchor 
in 1788, and continued there till 1790, then went 
to the Freemasons' Tavern, where they held their 
meetings till 1791, and afterwards returned to the 
Crown and Anchor, where they have continued 
to meet and dine together on alternate Salur- 
days. The subscrihers, at present, arc thirty in 
number, thirteen honorary, or musical members, 
and four perpetual visitors, and llicy meet ten 
limes in the season ; the meetings begin in 
December. The society originally met twelve 
times. The hour of dining is liulf-past four 
'O'clock, and the members lake their seats at the 
table according to seniority, except the professional 
gentlemen, who always take their places in the 
h2 




cenire of tlie table on cacli side. Each subscriber 
pays seven guineas for his ten nights^ and is 
entitled to introduce one visitor on alternate nightB, 
which visitor pays one pound. The professional 
gentlemen have the same privilege with the sub- 
scribers. The perpetual visitors have an equal pri- 
vilege with the honorary members. The business 
of the club is conducted by a committee, consist- 
ing of the president, vice- president, treasurer, 
conductor, deputy -conductor, and the secretary, 
together with five other members, which five are 
balloted for annually. There is also a messenger, 
who delivers the letters previous to each meeting, 
and attends in the room for the purpose of handing 
the books to the conductor when any glee is called 
for. 

" Non nobis, Do?nine .'" 
Of this solemn canon, used by way of grace or 
thanksgiving after dinner, the Editor presumes to 
remark, that the learned Dr. Burney (page 39, 
Commemoration of G. F. Handel) says, that the 
chorus of " IiDill sing unto the Lord" in the Ora- 
torio of "/srne^iH^gj/p/," has exactly the same in- 
tervals with the canon before-mentioned. Whether 
the subject occurred accidentally, or was taken by 
design, the Doctor does not know ; but he adds, 
"in either case, the notes are happily sclected,and 
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I'ingenioiisly used. As to the original inventor, or 
■light owner of that series of notes, upon which the 
^celebrated and beautiful canon (which tradition has 
■given to William Byrde) was constructed ; they 
lllave been tlie subject of fugue to Zarlino, and to 
§old Villaert, his master, long before Byrde was 
and, indeed, constitute one of the different 
lecies of (etrachord used by the Greeks in the 
heat antiquity." 

It has been usual on some occasiiotis to applaud, 
lersinging this grace; but tlie breach, rather than 
le observance, of this custom might, it is thought, 
be more decorus. " Non nobis, Domine '." is a 
solemn act of thanksgiving, felt and expressed in 
the most divine strains, not intended lo excite ap- 
ilause, but to inspire the heart with the deepest 
iKQse of gratitude to the Divine Being. 



'■ Glorious Apollo." 

On the authority of Mr. Webbe, this glee was 

(yitten expressly by him for the Glee Club, 

vrhen the original members had their mee(ings at 

leir respective houses in turn, before they had 

letermined where to establish the club. Hence he 

■composed the music some lime before he wrote the 

words. This glee ia, invariably, the first that is 

sung after dinner. 





Madrigals. 

The madrigal had its origin iii Italy, and was 
first introduced into this country about the year 
1583, where it was very generally admired and cul- 
tivated. As 80 little is known of the authors of 
madrigals, that is, of the words, it might not be un- 
interesting to the reader if some mention be made, 
in this place, respecting them. Dr. Lodge, who 
flourished in Qneen Elizabeth's reign, and was born 
anno 1556, (which was nearly thirty years before 
what we call madrigals were known in this country) 
makes use of the term as follows : " he was one of 
the writers of those pretty old songs and madrigals 
which were very much the strain of those times ;'* 
here the word madrigal docs not apply to the 
music, but the poetry. The same by the following 
writer: "Thomas Storer was one of the writers 
in Queen Elizabeth's time, of those pastoral airs 
and madrigals. Sir Edward Dyer also wrote in 
Queen Elizabeth's reign, several of whose pastoral 
odes and madrigals arc extant, in a printed collec- 
tion of certain choice pieces of some of the most 
eminent poets of that time, and many others."* 

The madrigal has been defined as a piece of 
music of a very scientific and highly finished de- 
scription, which was much in use iii the sixteenth 

ft See EngUiiil'l Helicon. 



[. century, and even so early as the beginning of that 
I {ireceding.* Madrigals were ordinarily vocal, 
■ for five or six parts, each of which was obligato, 
I OD account of the difTercnt subjects and fngues 
I with which Uiet^e pieces were titled. Organists 
also composed for and executed madrigals, and 
some say that it was ujwn this instrument that the 
madrigal was invented. This species of counter- 
point, which was subjected to very rigorous laws, 
I iore the name of the madrigalesque stile. Several 
f authors have immortalized their names, in the 
ftniials of science, by tWm species of composition ; 
[ such, among others, were, Luca Marenzio, Luigi 
I Praenestini, who is commonly called Palestrina, 
ivhich is the name of the city where he was born ; 
"Pomponia Nenna, Tomaso Pecci; and above all 
the famous Prince of V'enosa, whose madrigals, full 
of science and taste, were admired by all musicians, 
and sung even by ladies. 

Madrigals, though their favour diminishedinpro- 
portion as the musical drama, which was more 
generally intelligible to uncuUivated ears, advan- 
ced towards perfection, yet there were many can- 
didates for fame in that species of composition, 
during the early part of the last century. The 

* Ruut»au'6 Dictionary of Hiuic. 
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chief of these were, Tomaso Pecci, AlessiEindm 
Grandi, Sigismondo d* India, Pomponio Nenna, 
II Cavalier Tarquinio Menila, Pallavicini, and 
Dominico Mazzocchi. The only madrigalists 
after Mazzocchi, who much distinguished them- 
selves, were Stradella, Alessandro, Scarlatti, Bo- 
noncini, Lotti, Perti, and Caldara.* 

As to the proper meaning of the word madrigal, 
there seems to be no precise definition given of it in 
our dictionaries. Dr. Johnson ccdis the madrigal, 
a pastoral air or song. John Kersey, in his Die- 
tionarium Anglo Britannicum, 1621, says: — Ma- 
drigal, a kind of Italian air or song. These ac- 
counts speak of it in a musical sense, but do not 
explain the word itself. Another calls it madrigal, 
Spanish and French, from mxiddra ; whence it was 
written anciently, mandriale. 

Bailey speaks of it thus : — ^^A Madrigal" says he, 
^' is a little amoroiis piece, which contains a certain 
;iumber of unequal verses, not tied to the scrupul- 
ous regularity of a sonnet, or subtilty of an epigram, 
it consists of one single rank of verses, and in that 
differs from a canzonet, which consists of several 

* Dr. Buroej. 
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strophes^ which return in the same order and num- 
ber."* 

' Waters, by whose falls 



Birds sing melodious madrigals. 

Shakspeare. 

His artful strains have oft delaj'd 

The bubbling brook to hear his madrigal. 

Milton, 

The following account of the word Madrigal^ 
has been suggested to the Editor : — '' An original 
song of rejoicing in honour of the virgin mother, 
from madra, mother ; and galdere or madrigal' 
derCy a rejoicing hymn to the holy mother." 

Some pains have been taken to discover the 
author of the words of that beautiful glee, begin- 
ning '^ When winds breathe soft along the silent 
deep/* but with no other effect than the following 
information^ which the Editor had from Mr. 
Webbe himself: — He had sent his servant to the 
chandler's shop, who returned with a printed sheet 
of paper enveloping the article bought. The 
beauty of the poetry induced him to set the words 
to music. The ideas are undoubtedly borrowed 
from sacred history. 

« Bailey. 
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2'HE Editor begs Leave to inform those Gen- 
tlemen who have favoured him with their Names 
to this Work, that he is preparing a Second 
Volume of Poetry, principally vyrilten and set to 
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Gentlemen who may tmsh to become Subscribers 
will please to honour him with their Names. 
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llife T09fi of the vAllcy in spHhg timfe Was ^y ib. 

T66u blessing sent us frt>m above. . 3 12 

ttte owl is out in yonder tree. . ; , ib. 

The old 6hepherd*8 dog like his master ^s gr^y. . . . . ^ Ali 

Tb mc the wanton girls insulting say ....*•... 314 

Th6u art beautiful, queen of the valley , . lb. 

IML me, where is Fancy bred , > * 3l5 

Hds bottle's die sun of our tab!^ lb. 

To all you ladies ^now at land 316 



xliT INDEX. 

Pagc 

To wipe the tear from sorrow's eye ..•••« SiJ 

Tbou^ to whose eyes I bend; at whose command ib. 

Thou^ who alone dost all my thoughts infuse 3t8 

Twas you. Sir, *twas you. Sir • ib. 

Tell me the path, sweet wanderer, tell 319 

To the festive board let*s hie ib. 

The nightingale who tunes her warbling notes so sweet ib* . 

The glories of our birth and state 320 

This bubbling stream not uninstructiye flows 321 

Tell me on what holy ground. ib. 

Then round about the starry throne 322 

The nightingale so soone as Aprill bringeth ib. 

The sea-beat mariner, whose watchful eye 32S 

Thus rolling surges rise ib. 

Time has not thinn*d my flowing hair 324 

To what age must we live without love ib. 

'Tis midnight all ! now sacred silence reigns 325 

Together let us range the fields ib. 

The weir'd sisters, hand in hand. 326 

Too late I staid, forgive the crime ib« 

To arms ! your ensigns straight display 32/ 

Thou*rt gone away from me ib. 

Thy beauteous eyes shine with celestial fire 328 

Take, oh ! take those lips away ib. > 

To all lovers of harmony take off your glasses. ....... 32^ 

The cup of the tulip with wine is replete ib. • 

Throw thy gaudy roses from thee 330 

Thou pride of the forest whose dark branches spread . . ib. 

'Tis on earth the greatest blessing 331 

The Pelican, whose fond parental breast ib. 

To all that breathe the air of heav'n 33a 

The rose is fairest when 'tis budding new. . . . , • • 333 
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INDEX. x\r 

V. 

Paqb 

Upon the poplar bough in mournful strains 333 

Underneath this myrtle shade ^ ; 334 

Under this stone lies (Gabriel John ib. 

Up the hill^ or cross the lawn 335 

V. 

Virtue^ my £mma^ is a gem ib. 

Vulcan contrive me such a cup 336 

Vmo vecchio e donne giovanni 337 

W. 

When native form*d that angel face ib. • 

When Arthur ,first in court began 338 

When gay Bacchus fiUs my breast. • 339 

When Si^pho tun*d the raptured strain ib. 

Welcome, sweet pleasure 340 

When all alone my pretty love was playing 341 

Wanton gales that fondly play ib. 

While fools their time in stormy strife employ 342 

We be three poor mariners ib. 

When winds breathe soft along the silent deep 343 

When Britain on her sea-girt shore 344 

Where the bee sucks, there lurk 1 345 

What Anacreon- lov'd we drink 346 

Where, hapless Ilion ! are thy heav*n-built walls 347 

Which is the properest day to drink > ib. 

Wo«dd you know my Celia's charms 348 

'What will not gen'rous wine produce • ib. 

When Bibo thought fit 34g 

Who comes so dark from ocean's roar ib. 

Within an arbour of sweet-briar and roses 350 

When lurking love in ambush lies* • •• .. lb. 



xlvi INDEX. 

Page 

When the fair rose amidst her flow*ry train 351 

With conscious pride I view the band •••••.. ib; 

Wake now^ my lov^ ! awake. ^ • 35S 

With my jug m one hand^ and my pipe in the other. . . 85B 

When for the world*s repose my fairest sleeps • . ib. 

What shade and what stiUness around • 354 

When pearly dew^ at early dawn 355 

While the moon-beams« all bright : ib« 

Wm you hear how once repining •• 9^ 

Whento the muses* haunted hill ^857 

I have been^ aU day^ looking after 358 

What shall he have^ that merits most ' . ^59 

Who is it that rides thro* the forest so faftt ^ . f$b 

What may arrive.of care.tormorrow ^ • ffit 

Wind gentle evergreen Xo form a shade « . ib* 

When order in this land commenc'd. • .^. dfj8 

With a gen'rous youthful.soul 99fi 

iWeep fiilly soul disdained f^ 

We*ll drink and we*Il never have done boys • • Jlb. 

'Wilt thou lend methy mare to go a mile ija^. 

Y When as I look'd on my l<>vely PhiUia dQS 

Whereas the nymph whose aiure eye ib^ 

Would you Jinow how .we meet o*er our joUy full bp^ 99fi 

With sighs^ sweet xose^ I mark thy faded form jb« 

•Where my gentle love strays • • • t • -9$^ 

IK^en.to England's proud boast (her tou^ tons of ttbe 

main) •« jh 

When Thoralis delights to walk ^ 9t$ 

When shall we. three meet again db« 

il^ere art thou wanton? andlsoJongbaiie^nghtithte tibv 

With a jolly.full bottle let each man be arm*d $90 

When flow'ry meadows deckt the year, • ib. 

When wearied wretches sink to «kap • • • • • , • • 370 
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INDEX. iiOjrii 

• .• Page 

Whttt .ar^ thos^ boiurg on roey pinions boi^iie. ...•.*• 3?Q 

Ulien first yQu courted me I own 371 

What shaft of fate's relentless pow*r. ^ . . ^ ^ ^ » . • • 375^ 

Where'er thy navy spreads her canvas wingp . ^ ib. 

Whence comes my love^^-0 heart! disclose. 37' 

When the rose-bud of supuner^ its beauties bestowing^ . 374 

Wben Papbne smiles^ I find* ^ ....... ^ .... . Ib. 

We be soldiers three » . . 37^ 

Wkat sing the swpet birds in «a<jh|;rpTe^ . ^ 376 

What bright joy can this exceod ib. 

When in death I shall calmly recline 377 

When the fedr moon^ refulgent lamp of night 378 

Whither away so fast my dear ib. 

Who has peerless Kitty seen 379 

Where weeping .yews and nodding cypress wave ib. 

When the toil of day is o*er • 3^0 

IKhat shall hebavethat kill'd the deer jb. 

When charming Chloe gently walks 3Si 

WShen Daphne dy*d, the sylvans st^ed sore ib. 

Who likeSacchus can controul 382 

When .beauty's soul, attracting charms ib.' 

With the sun we rise at mom 383 

MMt is love? a sad compound of simples most sweet. . ib. 

What airaiiiife? in fear and trembling past ib. 

When 'tis night, and the mid- watch is come 884 

When.Time was entwining the garland of years 881 

WIfli my jug of brown ale I defy ev'ry care lb. 

IRkat^lio ! thou Genius of this isle ! what, ho 88§ 

With an honest aid friend, and a merry 4>\d song. . . » 888 

We £sys and fisires live unseen 889 

Y. 

Swi gave me your heart t'other dpy. . • • * • lb. 



xlviii INDEX. 

Fa«x 

O young Lochinyar is come out of the west « . 390 

Ye restless thoughts that harbour discontent Sgl 

Yet stay^ fair lady, turn agtiin ib. 

Ye visions wild, Hope's fairy train '. . . 3g3 

You ask me, dear Jack, for an emblem that's rife. . . . 394 

Ye vales and woods^ fair scenes of happier hours .... ib. 

Ye spotted snakes with double tongue SQB 

You, gentlemen of England 300 

You pretty birds that sit and sing • 39/ 

Ye cheerful virgins^ have you seen dgS 
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.S a rosy wreath I bound 3g§ 

With me compose the wreath of flow'rs ib. 

Hark the merry pipe and tabor 400 

^ Tears o*er my parted Thirzas grave I shed. ib. ' 

>/' In mason*s hearts let joy abound .... 401 

Welcome^ friends of harmony ib. 

Bright o*er the green hill rose the morning ray 40^ 

Dear innocence ! where'er thou deign'st to dwell. ... ib. 

*Tis masonry unites mankind • 408 

' Oay being bom to flutter thro' the day 404 

lill to the brim^ and let the goblet's face ib: 

llirice .happy they who careless laid. . . . ; .' • /. 40i 

\ Sleep ! soft fair form, await th* Ahuighty*s will ib. 

The breathing organ swells the sound of woe 400 

Heard you not his spirit singing 40/ 

Dearest, do not now delay me , . ; 40S 

Why does azure deck the sky 40^ 



INDEX. dU 

THE TRIUMPHES OF ORIANA^ 

AND 

Orlando Gibbans^a 



Paob 

xIeNCE 9Ur8 ! you dazel bitt the tight 413 

With angels face and brightnesses and orient hew » . • . ib. 

Idghtly she whipped o'er the dales 414 

Long live fair Oriana ••••••••• ib. 

AIL cre*ture8 now are merry minded <•••• 415 

Faire Oriana beauties queene • ib^ 

The nimphs and shepheards daunced. 4l6 

Calme was aire, and ckere the skye 417 

Thos bonny bootes the birth-day celebrated. ••••••.••• 418 

Sing shepherds all^ and in your roundelaies ^ . • ib. 

Tbi fannes andsatirs trip«>ping 419 

Come gentle swaines and shepherds daintie daughters . . ib^ 

Withdraw yourselves yee shepherds from your bowres 430 

Arise, awake, awake, awake •. ib« 

Fairenymphs I heard one telling 421 

The lady Oriana \ ib. 

Haik ! did ye ever heare so sweet a singing 423 

As Vesta was from Latmos hill descending, .•••••••• ib. 

Fsyre Oriana in the mome 423 

Round about hir charret with all admiring strains. ... ib. 

Bright Phoebus greetes most cleerely 424 

Oriana .eeming to winck at foUy ib. 

Citharea presents hir doves • 425 

Hard by a christal fountain ib. 

Come, come, blessed bird and with thy sugred rellish, • 426 

When Oriana walkt to take the aier ib. 

Haik, heare yo« not a heavenly harmony • 42/ 
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1 INDEX. 

Pack 

The siluer swanne, who liuing had no note 438 

that the learned poets of this time »• 42g 

1 waigh not fortunes frowne nor smile 429 

I tremble not at noyse of warre ib. 

I see ambition neuer pleasde 430 

I faine not friendship where I hate. « ib. 

How art thoii thral'd, O jpobk^tli^-pised creature ib. 

Farewell aU ioyes ! O Hell .' . . ! 431 

Daintie -fine bird, thou art encaged theVe. ib. 

Faire ladies that to love capti-ued are .ib. 

'Mongst thousands good/ one wanton dame to finde. . . 432 

Now each "flowry bancke of May fb. 

L isnowolde, that erst at-templng lasse ib. 

What is ouf life? a pldy of passion. ....:.; , 433 

Ah deere hart; why doe you rise ib. 

Faife ii tl|0 rose/ yet fades with heate or colde 434 

Nay let mce weepe, though others teares be spent. ... ib. 

Nere let the sunne with his deceiuing light. . . .' ib. 

Yet if that age had frosted ore his head 435 

Trust not too much^ faire youths unto thy feature. . • • ib. 



A LIST 

or THE 8BV£KAL 

CATCHES, GLEES. & CANONS, 

TO WHICH 

GOLD MEDALS HAVE BEEN ADJUDGED 

FROM 

The Period of its Institution in the Year 176I 3 

WITH 

The Names of tiM respecth'e Composers, and the Dates of their 

Compositions* 



1766 
1767 
1768 
1768 
1770 
17TI 
1778 
1774 

1774 

1775 
1776 
1776 
1777 
1777 
J778 
1778 
1781 
1781 
1789 
178S 
1784 
1784 
1788 
1788 
1790 
1790 
1798 



Canon 
Catcb 
Canon 
Glbb 
Canon 
Canon 
Glkb 
Catch 
Canon 
Canon 
Gleb 
Glee 
Ode- 
Canon 
GfjOB 
Glee 

OOB 

Catch 

Catch 

Canon 

Catch 

Glee 

Canon 

Glee 

Catch 

Glee 

Catch 



1764 I Catch 

1765 Glee 



1766 
1766 
1766 
17i8 
1769 



Catch 

Canon 

Glee 

Catch 

Glbb 



From everlaftting 

A gen'rous Friendship 

Aliate o porte 

Iddio i quel che mi cinge 

Discord 

To the old 

Who can express 

Now I'm prepared 

You cave me. ...« 

Tis Beaoty calls 

Glory be to the Father 

Rise my Jov 

Great Bacchus • • • 

Hail Music 

NelEhbours come. ..• 

Gall ye Works 

My Lady Rantum 

To thee all Anf^ls 

WbenTyouthful Harriet •. 

Tlie fragrant Fainting 

O Lord shew thy mercy 

Swiftly from the Mountains. . •• • • 

Juliet is pretty 

Non fidi al mar. 

Tell me 

Dr. Ame^s Prize Glees. 



Good Neighbours be quiet.. 
Which is the properest Day. 
DIte carlo quanti botte . . . . 

Ombra amene ^ 

Gia rlede primarera 

Dear Jenny I love you 

Make bttte to meet. 



Mr. S, JVebbe's Prize Glees. 

O that I had Wings i I 

The Moon and Woman 8 

3 

4 
5 
6 
7 
8 
9 
10 
11 
13 
13 
14 
15 
16 
17 
18 
19 
20 
91 
28 
83 
84 
85 
9^ 
27 



1 
8 
3 

4 
5 
6 
7 
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J. S. Smithi's Prize Glees. 



1773 


Catch 


1773 


Canon 


1774 


Glee 


1775 


Catch 


1775 


Glee 


1776 


Glee 


1777 


Glee 


1780 


Ode' 



Here flat on her back. * 
O remember not the Sins. 
Let happy Lovers fli 



Liet nappy Liovers ny. •^• . 
Since PbiUls has bubbled. 



Blest pair of Syrens. 

^MThaePoob 

Return blest Days . . 
When to the Muses 



Dr. Cookers Prise Glees, 



1767 
1771 
1773 
1775 
1777 
1783 
1793 



1763 
1763 
1763 



1763 
1766 



1778 
1778 
1779 
1780 
1780 



1776 
1777 
1779 



1770 
1778 
17T4 

1778 



1771 
1778 
1773 



Glee 
Glee 
Glee 

Canon 
Ode 
Glee 
Catch 



Canon 
Canon 
Glee 



The Longitude miss*d on . . . 

How sleep the Brave 

In the merry Month of May 

Amen 

O come ye Fair 

As now the Shades of Eve. • • 
I Nature for defence 



Mr. W. Hayes's Prize Glees. 

AUeluja. ••• ••.... •. 

Misere Nobis ••••.. 

Melting Airs » 



Mr. BaildofCs Prize Glees. 

Catch*! When is it best • • • • ^. 

Glee | When gay Bacchus • 



Mr. Lt. Aiierhury*s Prize Glees. 



Catch 

Glee 

Catch 

Glee 

Glee 



As t'other day Susan . 
Adieu ye Streams. . . 
Some modern Wives. 
Be rone dull Care. • . 
O thou sweet Bird . • 



Earl of MominglofCs Prize Glees. 



Catch 
Catch 
Glee 



Glee 
Canon 
Glee 
Canon 



When first that I was wed 

As Dolly and Nan 

Here in cool Grot 



Dr. AlcocVs Prize Glees. 



Hiul ever pleasing Solitude 
Uke as the Hart. ..••••. 

We'lldrink 

Ogive Thanks 



Mr. F. HutchinsofCs Prize Glees. 



Catch | As Colin one Ev'nlng .•••.. 

Glee | JoUy Bacchus 

Glbe |Where weeping Yews. • 

* This was the First FHie Catch. 
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1 
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1 
8 
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Mr. S. Webhty Jun.^s Prize Glees. 



J 794 
1794 
1795 



1779 
1779 
1780 
1781 
1783 
1784 
1785 



1785 

1785 

1785 

1786- 

1786 

1787 

1787 

1789 

1789 

1789 

1789 

1790 

1790 

1791 

J79I 

1791 

179S 

179S 

1T9« 

1793 



Catch 
Canon 
Canon 



Canon 

Glbb 

Canon 

Glbb 

Catcb 

GI.BB 

Odr 



Ah Friendship • • 
Ref ooate Jovem 
Come follow me 



Messrs. Paxton^s Prize Glees. 

O Lord in thee ••••«!•••• ••^•. •• 

How tweet, how fresh ...••«••• •>•••..••••• 

O Israel trust in the Lord W 

Round the hapless •••••«, i S 

Ye niuses inspire me S 

Blest PowV S 

Come^ O come.. • •• .- S 



Catch 
Canon 
Glbb 
Catch 
Canon 
Canon 
Glbb 
Catch 
Canon 
Glbb 
S.Gleb 
Canon 
Glbb 
Catch 
Canon 
Glbb 
Canon 
Glbb 
I S.'Glbb 
I Canon 



1788 1 8. Glbb 
1811 I Glbb 
1813 S.Glbb 



1781 


Gleb 


178S 


Canon 


1783 


Glbb 


1783 


S.Glbb 


1784 


Canon 


1785 


S.Glee 


1786 


Gleb 


1787 


Odb 


1791 


S.Glbb 


1794 


S.GlbbI 



Dr. CaUcoWs Prize Glees. 



A beauteous Fair • 

Blessed is he 

Dull repininf!^ Sons •••.... 

On a Summer's Morning ..••.....•••, 

Bow down thine Ear 

Thou shalt shew me •••...•• 

Whann Battayle smethynjpe ••••... 
Have you Sir Juhn Hawkins's History < 

O that thou would'st * 

Go idle Boy ....i 

O thou where're thy Bones 

Call to Remembrance 

Yoi che suspirate 

Tom Metaphysician. 

1 am well pleased ••••••.... 

Triumphant Lore < 

O Israel 

See with Ii^ ..•••••......•• 

Father of Heroes 

Christ being raised • •• r * 



Mr. 11. Cookers Prize Glees. 

Concord is conquer'd. 

With a gen'rous , 

What Shade 



Mr. J. Danjby^s Prize Glees. 



When Sappho tun'd 

Lift up your Heads. .•••••. 

Awake ^Solian Lyre 

Music has Pow'r 

And why my Soul 

The Nightingale who tunes. 

The fairest Flowers 

When Beauty's Soul 

OSalutaris ; 

■TU Midnight 
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S 
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4 

5 

6 

7 

8 

9 

10 

11 

13 

13 

14 

15 

16 

17 

18 

19 
80 



1 
3 

3 



I 
8 

3 

4 
5 
6 
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8 
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Mr. James Hookas Prize Olees. 

I77« 1 Catch I One Morninj Dame Turner i f 

1780 Catch | Come Idu me dear Dolly • I f 



Mr. R. J. S. Stevens' i Prize Glees. 



1789 
1786 



Glee 
Glee 



See what horrid TempetU. 
It wai a Loirer , 



Mr. J'. Kin^s Prize Glees. 



1787 1 Catch A rough Coontrr Prieit. . 
1788 1 Catch | We'll drink t'other Glau. 



I 

% 



1 

S 



Mr. R. SpoffortVs Prize Glees. 

1798IGLBB iSeefmillng | I 

I Whens are those Hours \f 



1793 


Glrb 


1763 


Glee* 


1764 


Glee 


1765 


Glee 


1763 


Catch 


1764 


Canon 


1764 


Glee 


1765 


Catch 


1765 


Canon 


1656 


Catch 


1767 


Canon 


1768 


Glee 


1768 


Catch 


1769 


Catch 


1769 


Canon 


1769 


Glee 


1770 


Catch 


1770 


Glee 


1771 


Glee 


1776 


Canon 


1787 


Glee 


1794 


Glee 


1811 


Glee 


1813 


Glee 



- Mr. G. Berg's Prize Glees. 

On foftest Beds , 

Compafni amor lasdate • • 

Si b^am veszosa dorl . • 



1 

fl 
3 



Continuation of Prizes. 

Whoe'er a Woman's Tongue 

Let the Words of my Mouth 

Where'er you tread 

Adieu, gfood Night 

Beatus.Vir 

Don't push your tender passion. . 

O Lora Almighty ••••• 

nU the Bowl 

Quando la serpa annosa 

Ancient PhilUs 

Glory be to the Father.' 

A cruel Fate 

Sir, you are a comical Fellow . • . . 

To all Lovers of Harmony 

Come bind my Hair 

Nosaemglorio , •.. 

Now the bright Morning Star. . . 

Let the Sparkling Wine., 

Loude Blowe the Wyndes ^ 

Bom in yon Blaze 



JIfarella, J, B. 
fPbodward, Richard 
Longy Samuel 
Tkoimast Ckaries 

JBapii^taBmguerm 
Multo, Edward 
ff^oodt^rdjl. MM. 

Orocchi, Sig. 
Jeimer, Rev, C 
HellendaUf Pet. 
jfyhoardf Theodore 
Bates, WUHam 
Naret, Dr. 
BatlishUl, J. 
GrH, G, B. 
Greville, Rev. Ri. 
Reek, Michael 
Omdel, Henry 
Stevemnn, SirJ.Kl. 



• TUf was the First Priie Glee. 
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The following is an Extract from the Will of the late 
muj^k respected Treasurer, Robert Smithy Esq* 
many Years a Member of the Glee Club : 

<< I give and bequeath to the Glee Club, of vrhich I 
aai't h c mM e s t 'inenibfliv ten guineagyto be by their Presi- 
dafrii)*yice»Piesideiit^ and the liest of the Socieiyy adi- 
jlNlfpd to and bestowed upon the.Composen of the two 
beii chMtfittgtees, upon aii; nibjecl they may think 
pnfartopnipott.aftermy deceaae. Abo, the deoeartd 
^joirad . (a few days before his death) that the five 
gauiftj ishae intended for one glee, the first year, and 
4lle(rth6r the; second after hisdecsease; and that great 
iittentibn should be observed to the deganoe and chastity 
of fhb woids. The follbwiiig were the first priaes given 

the Glee Cliji : 



iBie 

1811 
18IS 



CjQlsb 

CXrLBB 

C.Glbh 



Glb 



Fill high the Grapei... 
BMutlet have you leeD. 
FiUftlUheGIaMes..... 



HARMOmC SOCIBTT. 

When the U&t Rote 



C. 5. £pmu 
C S.SwmM 



0im. iOijfveli 




l ^^•r^f^'' ^J^^ 



OLEKS, MAORI&'ALS, &c. 



The Gbace. 
CANON for Three Voieei. 

W. Btkd, 1590. 
JVok Bobi% Oomine t noo aobii, ted nomiiii too da 
I 



Tbanilation. 

PSALM cxy. 

NoConto m, O Loid ! not unto ue, bat uoto thy Dame 



GLEE for l^ree Voica and Chorut. 

S. Webbe. 
GrxoBlocs Apoll0 from on high beheld us, 

Wand'ring to find a temple for his piaise. 
Sent Folyhj'nuua hither to shield us, 

' While we ouiielrea such a stiucture might miie. 
Thus then combining, 
Hands and heaiti joining, 
SiD^ ire in harmony ApoUo's ptaiie. 

Here erSy gen'roos sentfib^ amking, 

Music inspiring unity and joy ; 
Each social pleasure giving and paifaktng, 
Glee and good-humour our hours employ. 
Thus then combining. 
Hands and hearts joining. 
Long may contioue out muty and joy. 

S. JFebbe. 
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GLEE for Four Foices. 

J, S. Smith. 

As OB a tfdnmier's daj, 
In a green-wood shade I lay ; 
The maid that I lov^d, 
As her fiincy iiiOT'd, 
Came walking forth that way : 
And as she passed by, 
With a scornful glance of her eye,' 
^< What a shame,"- qaoth she, 
<< For a swain must it be. 
Like a lazy loon for io lie. 
And dost thou nothing heed 
What P^n, our god, has decreed ? ' 
What a prize to-day, ' 
Shall be giv'n away ; 
To the sweetest shepherd's reed : 
There's scarce a sii^le swain, 
Of all this fruitful plain. 
But with hopes and fears, 
Now busily prepares 
The bonny boon to ^in. 
Shalf toother hiaiden shine 
In brighter array than thine f 

Up, iq[>,''dull swain ! ' and make the garland mine !" 

'Howe. 
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GLEE for Three Foicet. 

S. W 
A.% o'er the varied meada I Any, 
Or trace through winding woods my way ; 
While op'ning flow'rs their sweets exhale, 
And odours breathe in every gale ; 
Where sage Contentment builds her seat, 
And Peace attends the calm retreat ; 
My soul responsive hails the scene, 
Attun'd lo joy and peace within. 
But, musing on the lib'ral hand 
That scatters blessings o'er the land ; 
That gives for man with pow'r divine, 
The earth to teem, the sun to shine ; 
My grateful heart with rapture bums, 
And pleasure to devotion turns. 

Anacreon on the £ 



GLEE for Four Foices. 

Danby Medal, l7Si 

^WAKB, j'Eolian lyre, awake! 

And give to rapture all thy trembling strings ; 

From Helicon's harmonious springs, 
A thousand rills their mazy progress take. 
The laughing flow'rs that round them blow, 
Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 
Now the rich stream of music winds along, 
Deep, majestic, smooth and strong, 



Thioo^h verdant ralet and Cere's golden reign : 

Now rolling down the steep amain, 

Headlong, impetuous, see it ponr ; 

The rocks and nodding groves re-bellow to the roar. 

I Gray, 

r GLEE for Four Voicei. 

L Dr. Cooke..— Prize Glee, 1782. 

A* now the shades of eve embrown * 
The Scenes, where pensive poets rove ; 
From care remote, froni envy's frown ; 
The joys of inward calm I prove. 
What holy strains, around me swell ! 
No wildly rude tumultuous sound : 
' They fix the soul in magic spell ; 

Soft let me tread this faronr'd ground. 
Sweet is the gale that breathes the spring. 
Sweet, thro' the vale, yon winding stream ; 
I Sweet are the notes love's wariden sing, 

^^^L But sweeter triendsbtp's solemn theme. 

^^f GLEE for Four Voices. 

^^^^ Dr. Callcott. 

AKt the white hours for ever fled. 

That us'd to make the cheerful day } 
And ev'ry blooming pleasure dead, 
That led Ih' enraptur'd soul astray f 



Too fast (he rosy-feoted train,' -: 

The blest delicious moments.past;: 
Pleasure must now give way to pain, 

And giirf sQcoeed to joy at last ' 
O ! daughters of eternal Jove ! 

Return with the returning year ; 
Bring pleasure back, and shrttcs, dnd love, 

Let blooming love again appear. 

• . Annual Register. 



• GLiER for 'Vhree Voices. 

.Dr. CALLcoTt* 
As I was going to' Derby, 

'Twas on a market-day, 
I met the finest ram. Sir, 

That ever was fed upon hay : > 
This ram was fat behind j Sir, 

This ram was iat before; < 

This ram was ten yiEurds highj Sir, 

Indeed, he was no more !'. . 

The butcher that kill'd this ram, Sir, 

Was up to his knees in blood ! 
The boy that held the pail, Sir, 

Was.canded away by tKe flood ! 
The tail that grew upon his rump . • 

Was ten yards and an ell ! 
And that was sent to, Derby, '. / 

To toll the market bell ! 

Old Ballad. 



i 



J 



I 



GLEE far Four Voices. 
Abelaro, 

Dr. Callcott, 
Ah ! why (his bodiog^start, this sudden pain, ' '* 
That wings my pulse, and shoots from vein to vein I '' 
What mean regardlws of yon midnight bell, 
These earth-born visions, saddening o*er my cell ! ' 
What strange disorder prompts these thoughts to glow, 
These sighs to murmur, and these tears to floiv ! 
Sleep, conscience, sleep! each awful thought be drown'd} 
And seven-fold darkness veil the scene around. ' 

What means this pause, this agonizing start, 
This glimpse of heav'n, just rushing through my hearcl 
Methinks I see a radiant cross displayed, 
A wounded Saviour bleeds along the shade ! 
Around th' expiring God, bright angels fly, 
Swell the loud hymn, and open all the shy. 
O save me ! save me ! ere the thunder roll, ' 

And endless terrors swallow up my soul. 
Fly I for justice bares the arm of God, 
And the grasp'd vengeance only waits his nod t 

Cawlfionie, 



CATCH for Three Voicet. 

Dr. Callcott. 
iiR 1 how, Sophia, can you leave 
Yoitr lover, and of hope bereave ! 
Go fi;tch the Indian's borrow 'd plume, 
Yel richer far than thai you bloom ; 
I'm but a lodger in your heart. 
And more ibaa me, I fear, have part. 






GLEE for four Voices, 
S. 
Arise, ye winds! from your deep caves, 
And rouse, oh ! rouse the swelling waves; 
Oh I drive ray love again (o shore, 
That I may sec bis face, once more 1 
Who flies from me on the broad back 
or the salt ocean, tbra' Ihe track 
Of yielding floods : while left alone 
I sigh, and tell deaf rocks my moan. 
Cruel, ah ! how he swore, 
For ever, he would me adore, 
Next to the powers divine. 
But see, O God of Love ! men's treachery : 
Too easy my belieFs befray'd. 
And ail m J hopes, just blooming, fade. 
Grief, come on, to thee ['II wed, 
And on the sea-back make my bed. 
Come, sea nymphs, from your coral cvves^ 
Arise, ye tritons, from your waves 
Revenge my death ; oh ! close ray eyes ! 
Forwrong'd in love a virgin dies. 
" Witness the sun (hat shines so bright. 
Witness the tapers of the night, 
Witness the spring and groves," she cried ; 
And then she laid ber down, and died. 



GLEE /or Five Voicrt. 



^ 

^ 
^ 



' seiue thy ^eatncss ^ined, 
: hair my beart encbaiaed ; 
My poor reason thy words moved, ' 

So that thee, like heav'n, I loved : 'J 

FbI I& la leridan, 
Dan dan dan deridan del. 

Now thy sweetness, sour is deemed, 
Thy hair, not worth a liair, esteemed ; 
Reason hath thy word removed. 
Finding that by words they proved : 

Fal la la lertdan, 

Dan dan dan deiidan dci. 

Woe lomc, alas! sheweepeth; 

Fool, in me what folly creepcth! ' 

Was I to blaspheme enraged, ' 

Where my soul I have engaged t 

Fal la la leridan, 

Dan dan dan deridan del. 

Sweetness ! sweetly pardon folly, ' 

Tie me hair, your captive wholly ; < 

Words ! O words of heavenly knowledgn '. 
Know, my words their faults acknowledge : 

Fal la la leridan, 

Dan dan dan deridan dei. 

Sir Philip Sidney. 
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GLEE /or Four Fakes. 

R.. Cooke & R. J» S. Steyeits. 
Adieu, ye jovial yontfas I who jom . 
To plunge old care in floods of wine ; / 
And, as your dazzled eye-balb roll. 
Discern him struggling in the bgwL 
The sole confusion I admire • 

Is that my Daph*ne's eyes inspire; -^ 

I scorn the madness you approve. 
And value reason next to.knre* 

ShemUne:, 



GLEE /or Four Voices, ; 

■ R. J. S. Stwsns. 
Ask me, << why I sebd you here, 
This firstling of the infant year ?" . * 
Ask me, <^ why I send to you. 

This primrose all bepearl'd with dew ?" ^ ^ 

I strait will wisper in your ears, 
<^ The sweets of love are washed with tears*" 
Ask me, ^^ why this flower doth shew 
So yellow green, and sickly too ? 
Why the stalk is weak »dA bending, . . ^' ^ 

Yet it doth not break?" . ^ :r 

I must tell you, ^^ these discover 
What doubts and fiaacs are in a lover." i.;.*i 

Carew^s Poims. 



.1. • 



*. 
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GLEE /or Four Voices. 

R. Cooke. 
A.wA1^ Irleinonglft to love displeasing, 

My Winifteda, move' fliy fear ; t 

Let nought delay the hea\:'nly blessing, 
Nor squeamish pride, aor gkMny care. 

What tho' no grants of royal donors^ 
With pompons titles grace our blood ; 

We*ll shine in more substantial. honors, 
And, to be noble, we'll be good. 

Thro' youth and age in love excelling. 

We'll hand in band together rove ; 
Sweet aooiling peace shall crown our dwelling, 

And babes, sweet smiling babes ! our love. 

* 

And when, with envy^ time transported. 

Shall think to rob us.of our joys ; 
You'll, in your girls, again be courted. 

And I'll be wooing, in;iDy boys. 

f 

. GLEE far Three Voices. 

^WAKE, sweet muse ! the breathing spring 

With rapture warms ; awake ! and sing : 

Awake ! and join the vocal throng, 

Who liail the morning with a song. 

To Nancy raise the cheeriul ky, 

O ! bid her haste, and come away : 

In sweetest smiled herself adorn. 

And add new graces to tha mora. < * ''1 
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GLEE /or Fhe Vaiee$. 

Yfu. RocK^ Ju. 

Alone thro' unfrequented mkb^ 

With pensive tteps I rove ; 
I ask the rocksi I aaktlMflbeMBBy 

Where dwells my absent love ? 
The silent eve, the rosj auini, 

M J constant search svrve J ; 
But who can tell if thouiinj dear. 

Wilt e'er remember ae? 



GIjEE for Three Voices. 

& Wbbbe. 
Away ! away t ireVe crown'd Ae day, 
The hounds are waiting for their prey ; 
The huntsman's call invites ye all. 
Come in, boys, while ye may. 

The jolly horn, the rosy mom. 
With harmony of deepHBOuth'd hounds ; 

For these, my boys, are q^ortsman's joys, 
Our pleasure knows no bounds. 



GhlE^Efor Roe Vaiee$. 

J. Dakbt. 

As passing by a shady gjtof^ 

I heard a linnet sing ; 
Whose sweetly plamtive voice of love 

Pjroclaim the cheerful spring. 



4 



Id 

His piettj accent* taoiiTd to floW) 

Am if 1m knew na pain ; 
His downj thRMl lie tuni*d w fwesi^ 

It echo'd o*er the plain. 
^' Ah ! happj warUer," I rq^j'd^ 

«< Contented thus to be; 
'Tis onlj hannony and loye 

Can be conqpar'd with thee." 



GLEE for Rmr Vakes. 

* J. C. Pbimo. 

As I wore with wanton care^ 
Fillets finr a yirgin's hair; 
Cnpid, and I mark'd hint well, 
Hid him in a cowslip's bell. 
While heplom'da pointed' dart^ 
Fated to inflame the heart ; 
Glowing with malicious jo^i . 
Sodden I secnr'd the boy : 
And, regardless of his cries^ 
Bore the little fngbted prize ; 
Where the mighty goblet stood. 
Teeming with a rosy flood. 
<* Urchin !" in my rage I cry'd, 
^< W bat arails thy saucyr pride ? 
Thus, I drown thee in my cap— 
Thii9| itt wtae^ I ddnk thee ap !" 



GLEE foriFpodtVoieei. M 

R. J. S; STBTEirs/ 
Altho' soft sleep Death's mettr.nwtaMaBOe vrtan^ 

Still do I wish him on my conch to lie : > ^ 
Come, balmy rest ! for sweetly it aj^iters, / 
Thus, without life, to live ! thus, without ileath, to die. 



GLEE for Four V^oices. 

— ^' - it. J. S. Stevens. 
A.sk't thou, bow long my love shall stay. 

When all that's new is past ? 
How long 2 .ah. ! . Delia, can I say ^ 

How long my life will last ? 
Dry be that tear, be hush'd that sjgh, 
At least I'll love thee till I die. 



And does that thought affect thee too, . 

The thought of Damon's death I 
That he who only lives for you ; 

Must yield his faithful breath ? . 
Hiush'd be that sigh ! be dry that tear ! 
Nor let us lose our heaven here. 



* t. 



Sheridam. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

AlfSWRB. 

R. «!• S* Stbtens* 
^uink'st thou, my Damon^ I'd forego. 
This tender luxury of woe ? 



t - 
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Which, better than thedoegoey inpaiti 
The feelings of impassion'd hearti : 
Blest if my sighs and tears bot pwve 
The winds and waves, that waft to lo?e. 

Can true afiection cease to iear? 
Poor is the joy not worth a iear : 
Did passion ever know content ? 
How weak the rapture words can paint : 
Then let my sighs and tears but prove 
The winds and waves, that waft to love. 

% •" — 

GLEE for Four Faicei. 



DOWLAHH. 



^WAKE ! sweet love ! thou art retum'd ; 
Mj heart, which long in absence moum'dy 
Lives now in perfect joj. 
Only herself hath seemed fiiir, 

She only I could love; 
She only drove me to despair'. 

When she unkind did prove. 



DUFFTO. 

^8 I saw fair Chlora walk filone, 
The feather'd snow came softly downy 
As Jove descending from his tow'r, 
To court her in a silver show'r. - -'•' 



Hatdv. 
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The wanton snow flew to her brasst, 

As little birds into their nesC ;. 

But being overcome with whiteness there. 

For grief dissoly'd into a tear. 

Thence falling on her garments hem, 

To deck her, fin»e into tf gem. 

The wanton snow, &c. 

Da Capo. 



MADRIGAL /or Four ^ces. 

Adieu ! sweet AmariUis ! 

For since to part your will is, 

O heavy tiding ! 

There is for me no biding ; 

Yet once again, ere that I part with you^ 

Amarillis sweet, adieu ! 



QUARTETTO. 

Ah grazie si rendono al sommo fattor, 
Che in Tito del Trcmo salvo* lo splendor : 
Ah ! no' sventurato non sono con tanto, 
8e in Roma il mio fato, se troya -conqpianto, 
Se voti Tito si formano. anoor. 

Crobvs. 
Ah grazie si rendono, &c* 



MOSAHT. 
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GLEE for Five Voices. 

J. Battishill. 

Amidst the myrtles as I walk, 
Love and myself thus enter talk ; 
^^ Tell me/' said I, in deep distress, 
<< Where I may find my shepherdess ?" 

Cqtcw* 

Says love to me, << thou gentle swain. 
Thy search in myrtle grove is vain ; 
Examine well thy. noblest part, 
Thoo'tt find her Ad in thy heart." 

The laie Earl of Sandwick. 



MADRIGAL for Four Voices. 

DOWLAND. — 1597. 

A.WAKB, sweet love ! thou art retum'd, 

My heart, which long in absence mourn'd, 

Lives now in pei^fect joy ; 

Only herself hath seemed fiiir. 

She only I could love ; 

She only drove me to despair, 

When she unkind did prove. 
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ROUND/or Three yoiees. 

Dr. Bo roll 
A BLOOMING joulh lies buried here, 
Euphemius, to his coaairy dear : 
Nature adoTu'd his mind and fiicc, 
With ev'ry charm and ev'ry grace; 
About the marriage state to prove, 
But death had quicker wings than love. 

I'ranslaled from the Greek iy 
the Rev. S. Wesley. 



MADRIGAL /or Four Voices. 

Wee LKE8.— 1598. 
ilti, rac! myvonted joys forsake me, 
And deep despair doth overtake me ; 
Awhile I sung, but now I weep, 
Thus sorrows run when pleasures creep ; 
I wish to live, and yet I die. 
For love has wrought my misery. 



'14 
DUET. 

Sir J. Stbvehiom. 
Alas, poor fly ! thy race is run, 

But thou bast lov'd and liv'd with glee ; 
And, ah ! behold my setting sun. 

For I have lov'd and liv'd like thee. 
One glass h§s form'd this grave of thine, 
An hundred hogsheads may be mine. 



I 
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I GLEE /or Four Voices. 

Apollo high ! our souls inspire, 
With Orphean melody and fire ! 
In eofl, hamionious, soothing strains^ 
Assuage the lover's torturing pains. 
Infuse, great God I a fav'rite son. 
With sounds Calliope was won ; 
Then may we o&cr at thy shrine, 
Another Orpheus, still divine ! 
Whose charming tones shall music raise, 
Fu above all earthly praise. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 



la.OAiN the balmy zephyr blows. 
Fresh verdure decks the grove ; 

Each bird with vernal rapture glows. 
And tunes his nole to love. 



Sad Philomel, ah ! quit thy haunt. 
Von distant woods among ; 

, round my friendly grotto, chaitn< 
Thy sweetly plaintive song. 

Ye gentle warblers, hither fly. 
And sbun the noon-tide heat ; 

My shrubs a cooling shade supply, 
My groves a safe retreat. 

C2 
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CATCH for Three Voices. 

Dr. Callcott. 
Aldiboronti Phoscophornio, where left you ChroDon- 
hotonthologos ? Fatigued, within bib tent, by the toib^of 
war^ on downy couch reposing ; Higdum. Fimidoi 
watching near him, wbile the Prince is cioztng. * 

CUOBUS. 

Aldiboronti, &c. 



MADRIGAL for Four Fakes. 

Earl MoBHiNGTOV» 
And for Th'ee Voices. 

W. Knyvett. 
As it fell, upon a day, 
In the merry month of May ; 
Sitting in a pleasant shade. 
With a grove of myrtles made ; 
Beasts did leap, and birds did sing, 
Trees did grow, and plant» did spring ; 
Every thing did banish moan, 
Save the nightingale alone : 
She, (poor bird !) as all forlorn, 
Lean'd her breast against a thorn ; 
And there sung the doleful'st ditty, 
Which to hear it was great pity. 
That to hear her thus complain. 
Scarce could I from tears refrain ; 
For her griefs, so lovely shown, 
Made me think upon my own. 

Shakspeare. 
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GLEE for Four Koices. 

" 4 

S. Webbe. 

•.AnouND the festive board we social join, 
Quaffing full draughts of mirth-inspiring wine ; 
The toast goes roand, and beauty's happy reign 
Is here exalted, by each cheerful strain. 
But what if beauty should with love conspire, 
To treat with proud disdain our amorous fire ; 
Dethrone the tyrants, and your freedom gain, 
By fixing Bacchus evermore to reign. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 
L. Atterbuey. — Gained a Prize^ 1778. 

Adieu, ye streams ! that smoothly flow, 
Ye venial airs ! that softly blow ; 
Ye trees ! by blooming spring array'd, . 
Ye birds ! that warble thro' the shade. 
Unhurt, from you my soul could fly. 
Nor drop one tear, nor heave a sigh ; 
But, forc'd from Celiacs charms to part, 
All joy deserts my drooping heart. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. Cooke. 
Albion, thy sea-encircled isle, 
Wilh plenty shall for ever smile ; 
Kind Nature sheds lier genial sbowers, 
To raise thy fruits and paint Ihy flowers : 
While all the graces of the spring. 
Along tiiy cheerful vallies sing ; 
What Nature yields, what arts commanJ, 
Is found in Brilaiu'e happy laud. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

W. HOBSLEY, M.B. 

AwAKB, fair maid ! the silvan lyre. 
Now fraught with love's poetic fiie, 

Floats on the zephyr's wings ; 
It waves the lillies o'er thy head. 
It hovers round thy virgin bed, 

Yet scarcely dares to sing. 
The bosom of the ev'ning gale, 
Which sheds its dew-drops o'er the vale, 

Receives the am'rous strain ; 
Alas ! that breeze how highly blest, 
Shall nestle in thy snowy breast, 

Whisp'ring a lover's pain. 



83 



UADHIGAL for Three Voices. 

J. WitsWEy^lSQi. 
Alway, away ! thou simit not low met 
So shall my lorie seem gqneater, 
And I shall love thee better. 
Shall it be to? what say jcm? 
Nay, then I know yoir love m^ 
That so you' may disprove me. 



TBE LAST WORDS OF HAYDN. 
GLEE Jbr Four Voices. 

All my strength, alas I is fjowt^ 

Old and weak Tm grown ; 

Scarce can mirth, or sparkling wine, 

Rouse my joys supine. 

Rosy health, now fled, warms my cheeks no more ! 

Cold death summons at my door ; 

Without dittd I meet my guiesf, 

Heay'n ! O heav'n ! be bleai^d. 

As a fine harmonious song^, 

BoUM my course along. 

TnsmtlaPtd from the original GermoH 
h^ Jw Gonspf^/^ Esq.' 



\ 
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MADRIGAL for Three Voices. 

J. WlLBYB.— 1609, 

^8 fair as moni, as fresh as May, 

A pretty grace, in saying nay ; 
Smil'st thou ? my dear ! then sing a say, 

Fal la la la, &1 la la la. 
But, oh ! that loye enchanting eye, 
Lo ! here my doubtful doom I try. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

J. Hook. 

^RisB, my &ir one ! and receive 
All the pleasures love can give, 
Hark ! the birds on ev'ry thorn. 
Sweetly usher in the mom. 



MADRIGAL for live Voices. 

W. Beale. — Gained the Prize Cup^ 1813. 

^ WAKE ! sweet muse ! the breathing spring ; 
With rapture warms, awake, and sing 1 
Awake ! and join the vocal throng, '■ 
Who bail the morning with a song. 
To Phillis rtfihC the cheerful lay, 
O, bid her haste ! and come away ; 
In sweetest smile herself adorn. 
And add new graces to the mom. 

Bwms. 



25 

GLEE for Four Voices. 



JSlow, blow, thou winter-wind, 



Thou art not s 



I II kind 



As man's ingratitude ; 
Thy toolh is not so keen. 
Because thou art not seen, 

Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh bo 1 sing, heigb ho ! unto the green holly ; 

rt friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly : 
Then heigh bo< (be holly, 
This life is most jolly. 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
Thou dost not bite so nigb 
As benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember'd not. 
Heigb ho ! sing, heigh ho ! unto the green holly. 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly : 
L^H Then heigb ho ! the holly, 
^^^H This life is most jolly. 
^^^K Shakspcare. 

^^B GLEE for Six Voices. 

^HF J. M. Harris. 

^^^kSi<ow, blow, Boreas \ blow : and lei Ibe surly windi 

^^1^ Make the billows foam and roar ; 

I Thou canst no terrors raise in valiant minds, 

But spile of thee we hope to reach the shore. 



26 

ODE jor Five yokes. 

J. S. Smith— 3fcrfa/, 1775 " 
^LEST pair of sirens, pledges of heav'n's joy, 

Sphere-bom harmonious sisters. Voice and Verse, 
Wed your divine sounds, and mix'd pow'r employ, 

Dead things, witii inbreath'd sense, able to pierce ; 
And, to our high rais'd phantasy, present 
That undisturbed song of pure consent, 
As sung before the sapphire-coIouT'd throne. 
To him that sits thereon. 

With saintly shout, and solemn jubilee ; 
Where the bright seraphim, in burning row. 
Their loud npliflcd angel-lrnmpels blow, 
And the cherubic host in thousand quires, 
Touch their immortal harps of golden wires. 
With those just spirits, that wear victorious palms, 
Hymns devout, and holy psalms 

Singing everlastingly : 
That we on earth, with undiscording voice. 
May rightly answer that melodious noise. 
As once we did ; till disproportioned sin 
Jarr'd against Nature's chime, and with hush dia i 
Broke the fair music that all creatures made 
To their great lord, whose love their motion sway'd 
In perfect diapason ; while they stood 
In first obedience, and their slate of good. 
O ! may we soon again renew that song, 
And keep in tun* with heav'n, till God, ere longy 
To his celcslial concert us unite, 
To lire with him, and sing ia endless morn of light.' 
MiUoit. 



i 
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GLEE far Four Voices. 

R. J. S. SlETSNS. 

Belinda, see, from yonder ftow'rs 

The bee flies loaded to his cell ; 
Can you perceive what it devours ? 

Are tbey impair'd in shew or smell ? 

So, iho' I rob you of a kiss 

Sweeter than their ambrosial dew ; 
l_S^fay are you angry at my bliss ? 
I^h:0u it at all imporerisb'd you ? 

I — '^ 

GLEE for Three Voices. 

Dr. Callcott. 
Jdlow, warder ! blow thy soundiDg born, 

And thy banner wave on high ; 
For the Christians liave fought ia tbe holy land, 

And have won (he victory. 
Loud the warder blew his horn. 
And his banner wav'd ou high ; 

I>t the mass be sung, 

And Ihe bells be rung, 
And the feast eat merrily. 
The warder look'd from the lower on bigb, 

As far as he could see, * 

1 see a bold knighl, attd hy his red CTOaa, 

He comes from the east country 
Tbea loud the warder blew his honi^ 



k 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Web^e * S. Paxton. 
JBreathe'soA, ye winds ! ye waters ! gently flow ; 
Shield her, ye trees ! ye flow'rs ! aroond her grow ; 
Ye swains! I beg you pass in silence by, 
My love in yonder vale asleep doth lie. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

R. J, S. Steyens. 
JBalmt gale! I prithee say, 

Whence those wings in fragrance dyed ? 
O'er my love you chancM to stray, 
She the perfum'd treat supplied. 

Balmy gale ! such thefts forbear ; 

Other sports from hence pursue ; 
With the tresses of her hair, 

What have you, O gale ! to do ? 

Yield, Narcissus ! in her eye 

See what tipsy brightness swims ; 
There delicious languors lie. 

Drooping grief your lustre dims. 

Wisdom ! were you left to chuse 
. What is Sweetest, what is best ; 
All things else you would refuse, 
If with her you mighi be blest* 

From the Periic. 



so 

GLEE for 'ITirec Voices. 

8. Webbe. 
Belinda's Gparkling nit and eyes^ 

Uoiled cast so fierce a ligbt ; 
As quickly flashes, qnickly dies, 

Wounds not the beart bat bums the sight. 

Love b all gentleness, love is all joy, 
Sweet are his looks, and soft fab pace; 

Her cupid is a blackguard hoy, 

That runs his link full in your face. 

Earl of Dorte*, 



GLEE for Four Voicet. 

W. HOBSLET, H.B. 

JBv Cclia's arbour, all the nigbt, 

Hang humid wrealh, the lover's vow ; 
And, haply at the morning light, 

My love shall twine Ihee round her brow. 

Then if upon her bosom bright, 

e drops of dew should fail from thee ; 
Tell her, they are not drops of night, 
But tears of sorrow shed t»y me. 

Traiiilatedfrom the L,atin of Angerianui, 
btf '£'. Moore, Esq. 
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GLEE for' Three Fakes. 

Big* GiAitmvu 
Betiamo tatti tre, im' m la nMa^ 
Voglio bene, signer ti, 

Bav viva bravo 

Obl%Blo fiignori miei 
Oh! Che gusto star allegrri 
£ Bever del bon vin. 



GLEE for Five Voices. 

C. S. Evans.— Pme Gleey 1811. 
JBbauties, have you seen a toj. 
Called love, a little boy ? 
Almost naked, wanton, bliad^ 
Ciud now, and then as kind ? 
If he be-amongst you, say. 
He ip Tcnus' nm away. 

She that will but now discover 
Where this winged wag doth hover^ 
Shall this night receive a kiss, 
How and where, herself <x>uld wish : 
But who brings him \o hji mother. 
Shall have thatlusp, and anotii^. 

BenJimion. 
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CATCH /or Four Voices. 

Dr. Abne. 
JSdz, quoth the blae fly ; hum, quoth the bee ; 
Buz and hum they cry, and so do we ; 
In his ear, in his nose, thus do you see : 
He eat the dormouse^ else it was he. 

# Ben Jofuam* 



GLEE for Five Voices. 

M. RocK« 
St the pricking of my thumbs 
Something wicked this way comes ; 
Shew his eyes, and grieve his hearty 
Come like shadows, so depart. 

Shakspeare. 



GLEE for Five Voices. 

W. HORSLET, M. B. 

Seautt, sweet love ! is like the morning dew, 
Whose short refresh, upon the tender green, , 

Cheers for awhile, but till th^ sun doth shew, 
As strait 'tis gone as it had never been. 

Soon doth it fade, that makes the fairest flourish, 
Short is the glory of the blushing rose ; 

The hue which thou so carefully dost nourish, 
Which, at length, thou must be forced to lose. 

DanieVs Sonndim 
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GLEE for Five Voices. 

W. HORSLET, M.B. 

Slest is the fitirj hour, the twilight shade 
Of ey'ning, wand'ring thro' her woodland dear ; 

Sweet the still sound that steals along the glade, 
'Tis fancj wafts it ! and her vot'ries hear. 

'Tis fancy wafls it ! and, how sweet the sound ! 

I hear it now, the distant hills up-long ! 
While fairy echos, from their dells around. 
And woods and wilds, the feeble notes prolong. 

Mrs. Radclij^s Romance of 
AthUn and Dunbane. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

W. Hawes. 
JBoy ! who the rosy i>owl doth pass, 
FiU me up the largest glass ; 
The largest glass, the oldest wine, 
The laws of drinking give, as mine. 

Ye limpid streams ! where'er you flow, 
Far hence, to water drinkers go ; 
Go, the dull and the sedate, 
And fly the god, whose bow'rs you hate. 

But hither come, ye streams divine, 
Of rich and sparkling rosy wine ; 
Still must my ever thirsty lip, 
From large and flowing bumpers sip. 

D 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Sir John Stevenson. — Prize Glee^ 1812. 

• 

JSoRN in yon blaze of orioit sky, 

Si¥eeC May tby radiant farm unfoU ; 
Unclose thy blue voluptuous eye, 

And wave thy shadowy locks of gold» 

For thee the fra^n^mt zephyrs blow, 

For thee descends the sunny shower ; 
And rills in softer murmurs flow, 

And brighter blossonis gem the bower* 

Light graces dressed in flow'ry wreaths, 
And tiptoe joys their hands combine ; 

And love his sweet contagion breathes. 
And laughing dances round the shrine. 

Warm with new life the glittering throng", 
On quivering fin and sportive wing ; 



\jn cjuivcriiig uii anu BpuriiTu wiog y 

Delighted join their votive song. 
And hail thee goddess of the spring. 



Jb/iirapjfiii- 



! I 
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GLEE far Four Voices. 

L. Atterburt. — Prize Glee^ 1780, 

jBBOOif 1^, dall care ! without delaj^ 
To gloomy deserts haste away ; 
Hither haste, ye sons of pleasure ! 
Joys here know no bound nor measure ; 
Banish care, and drowsy thinking, 
Now's the reign of love and drinking. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

W* Hawes^ 
Bring me flowers ! and bring me wine ! 

Boy, attend thy master's call ; 
Round my brows let mjrrtles twine. 

At my feet let roses fiiU. 

Breathe in softest notes the flute, 
Form the song, and sound the lute ; 
Let the gentle accents flow, 
As the whispering zephyr's blow* 

What avails the downcast eye ! 
What avails the tear, the sigh ! 
Why should grief obstruct our way ! 
When we live but for a day. 

Then, boy, bring me wine, &c. 

JUaie Dutchess of Dev m uh i rtt 
D2 
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MASONIC ODE for Three Voices. 

Dr. Cooks. 
Joy mason's art the aspiring dome, 

Tn various columns shall arise ; 
All climates are their native home, 

Their godlike actions reach the skies. 
Heroes and kings revere their name, 

And poets sing their deathless fame ; 
Great, generous, noble, wise, and brave, 

Are titles thejr most justly claim. 
Their deeds shall live bejond the grave, 
Which babes unborn shall loud proclaim ; 
Time shall their glotious acts enrol, 
AVhilst love and friendship charm the soul. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

M . Rook. 

Curs levcs loquuntur, ingentes Stupent. 



JBcneath a cburchhjiird yew, 

Decay'd and worn with age. 
At dusk of eve, methought I spy'd. 
Poor Slender's ghost, that whirop'ring cry*d, 

O sweet! O sweet ! Anne Page ! . ♦ 

Ye gentle. bards, give ear ! , i'/. 

Who talk of amVous rage, m 'V 

Who spoil the lilly, rob the rose. 
Come learn of me to weep your woes ! 

O sweetl O sMei! Anne Page! 

Shenstone^ 



♦■' 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

S. Webbe. 



Bacchus, Jbve's delightfiil boy, 
Gen'roos god of wine and joy ; 
Still exhilarates my soul, 
With the raptures of the bowl. 

Then with feather'd feet I bound. 
Dancing in the festive round ; 
Then 1 feel the sparkling wine, 
Transports delicate — divine ! 

Then the sprightly music warmi ! * 
Songs delight, and beauty charms ; 
Debonaire, and light, and gay. 
Thus I dance the hours away* 



MADRIGAL /or Jttje Voices. 

Written under a Lady's Picture. 

Dr. Cooke. 
JBeneath a weight of hapless love, 
How weak does ev'ry effort prove. 

When struggling to get free ; 
In vain, against love's pointed darts, 
7be tender soul its fire exerts. 
And pants finr liberty. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

R. SpOFFOftTH. 

JBacchus, would'st thou deign to hear aie, 

Rosy god of sparkling wine ; 
Haste, and with thy presence dieer me, 

Grace my board, and with noue dine. 

Large libations will I pay thee. 

Condescend and be my guest ; 
Haste, and quickly come^ I pray thee^ 

That thy yot'iy may be blest. 

Henty sits within my dwellings 

See the mantling liquor flow ; 
Ripen'd fruits and clusters swdling, 

Mark, how mortals live below. 

Haste thee then, nor slight this proffer, 

Crown thy vot*ry*s wish I pray ; 
Joys shall flow, more than I offer, 

Haste thee then, and come away. 
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GLEE for FauT Voicti. 

Loid Mohningtov. 
Baccbos, sprightly god of wine \ 
Inspire m; lays to sing thj praise ; 
Thy wit and pow'r diviiie. 
'Tis wine that cheers our souls, 
When from our llowing bonb, 
We quaff Ibe purple grape. 

So cirtiik, my honest fellow, 

Drink '(ill you be mcUow ; 
Let Dot one drop escape. 



Wk GLEE for Three Voices. 

~ R. SPOFFORTU. 

JEtaoNTE, Piragmo e Slerope 
Del cor m'han lalto incudine, 
E del gran Giove il fulgore 
Battendo in esso van. 

Efllo vi mena il mantice, 
Ptutoiie il tuoco sluzzica, 
Le Furie il I'ulmin tcmprano, 
m I Fati a Giove il daii. 

Tranblation. 

Bronfes, Pyracmon and Stero|jes have made of ray 

heart an anvil, and are beating the lliunder boll of 

great Jo?e up'in il. — i^'olus blows the bellowt>, Pluto 

stirs the fire, Ihe furies temper the bolt, aud the lutes 

i it to Jove. 
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GLEE /or Fout t'o 



JoACCiics, (o arms I the enemy's at hand ! 
Laura appears ! sland to your glasses, stand ! 
Tbe god of love, (he god of wine defies, 
Beliold him, in full march, in Laura's eyes. 

Bacchus, to anus ! and, to resist the dart, 
Each with a faithful brimmer guard his heart ; 
Fly ! Bacchus, fly ! there's treason in the cup, 
For love comes pouriug in, with ev'/y drop. 

I feel htm in my heart, my blood, my brain ; 
Fly ! Bacchus, fly ! resistance is in vain ; 
Or, craving quarter, fill a friendly bowl. 
To Laura's health, and give up all thy soul. 



GhKE for Three Voices. 

Dr. RoGEns, 1673. 

Come, come, all noble souls! wboskill'd in music's art, 
Do join in this society to liear a part ; 
For in Ihis pleasant grove we'll sit, we'll drink, and sing, 
And imitate those cheerful birds now in the spring ; 
The muses nine shall know, and nil most plainly see, 
Oui ofi'ring at their shrine is love and harmony. 




GhEEfor Three Voices. 

Battisiull. 
Consign'd (o dus(, beneath this slonc, 
In manhood's prime, is Damon laid ; 
Joyless he liv'd, but dy'd unknown, 
In bleak misfortunc'Ei barren shade. 



iOv'd hy (he muse, but lov'd in vain, 
'Twas bcauiy drew his ruin on, 
Be saw young Daphne on the plain, 
He lor'd, believ'd, and v 



■Death this stone the youfh is laid, 
O ! greet his ashes with a tear ! 
lay heav'n, with blessings, crown his shade, 
And grant thai peace he wanted here I 

Pe arch's Colled ion. 



GhEEfor Four Voices. 

Lord MotlNlNGTON. 

Lome, shepherds ! come away without delay, 
V^hile the gentle time dotli stay ; 
' Green woods arc dumb, aiu! will never tell to any, 
Those sweet kisses, and those many 
Fond embraces which were giv'n; 
D&inty pleasures that could even 
In coldest age raise a fire, 
And (rive virgins suf\ desire ; 

K[)herd» ! come away without delay, 
gentle time doth stay. 
Beaumont and Fletcher. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

On Shenstone. 

Or. Arnb. 

Comb, shepherds, we'll follow the heane. 

We'll see our lov'd Corydon laid ; 
Though sorrow ma/ Uemisli the verse, 

Vet let the soft tribute be paid. 

They call'd him the pride of the plaiu, 

In sooth he was gentle ani( kind ; 
He mark'd in his elegant strain, 

The graces that glow'd in his mind. 

No verdure shall cover the vale, 

No bloom on the blossoms appear ; 
The tr^» of the forest sliall fail, 

And winter discolour the year. 

No birds in our hedges shall sing. 

Our hedges so vocal before ; 
Since he that should welcome the spring, 

Can hail the gay season no moce. 

• Cumnngh 



11 



I 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Lord MoRKiNGTOir. 
Coke, fairest nymph ! resume thy rei^n, 
Bring all the groccs in thy train ; 
Witb balmy breath and flow'ry head. 
Rise from Ihy soil ambrosial bed ; 
"Where, in Elysian slumber bound, 
Embow'rin^ myrtles veil thee round ; 
Awake, in all thy glories drest, 
Recall the zephyr from the we§t, 
Restore the suu, revive the shie«, 
At Nature's call, and mine, arise ! 
Great Nature's self upbraids thy slay, 
And misses her accuslom'ct May. 
See, all her works demand thy aid. 
The labours of* Pomona fade ; 
A plaint is beard from ev'ry tree, 
Each budding flow'ret wails for thee. 
Come then, wilh pleasure at thy side, 
Diffuse thy vernal spirit wide ; 
Create, where'er thou tuni'st thine eye, 
Peace, plenty, love, and harmony. 

R. Weit. 



CATCH for Three Voices. 

C/OME, honest friends, and jorial boyi, 
Follow, follow, follow me, 
And sing this catch merrily. 
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GLEE /or Four Moires. 
Lovers and Bacchanals. 

S. Webbb. 
Lovers. 
Cupid, my pleasure ! soft love I thee imjiote; 

BACCHANAJiS. 

Bacchus, my treasure t hriik wine I will adore : 

Lovers. 
Give me a beautiful maid, to bless my longing arms ! 

Bacchanals. 
Give me a bumper of red, in that I view all charms I 

Lovers. 
Without thy joy, life soon would cloy, 
And prove a mere disease ; 

Bacchanals. 
The noble juice will niirth produce. 
And give us ease. 

Da Capo. 



EPITAPH 

On W. Lawes^ a Musician, killed at the Siege of West 
Chester J during the Interregnum. 

• * ". • • • 

GLEE /or Jtre Voices. 

Rt* Cooke.— Priz^ Glee^ 1788. 
C/ONCORD is conquer'd ! in this urn there lies, 
The roaster of great music's mysteries ; 
And in it is a riddle, like the cause, 
Will Lawes was slain by those, whose wills were laws. 



S. Webbe. 
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GLEE for Four Vmces. 

C0ME9 live ^ith me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleasures prove ; 
That grove and valley, hill and field, 
Or woods and steepy mountains yield. 

And I will make thee beds of roses. 
And twine a thousand fragrant posies ; 
A cap of flow'rs, and rural kirtle. 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle. 

A belt of straw, and ivy buds, 
A coral clasp, and amber studs ; 
And if these pleasures may thee move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 



The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight, each May morning ; 
If joys, like these, thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 

Shakspear^B Poenis. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Answer to the foregoing Glee. 

S. Webbs. 

Jf love and all the world were young, 
And truth in every shepherd's tongue ; 
Thy fancy'd pleasures might me^nare, 
And I might listen to thy love. 

But time drives flocks from field to foM^ 
Then rivers rage, and hills grow cold ; 
Then drooping Philomel is dumb, 
And age complains of cares to come. 



Thy gowns, thy belts, thy beds of rotes, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies ; 
All these, in me, can nothing move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 






If youth could last, and love still breed, 
Had joys no date, and age no need ; 
Then these delights my mind might move. 
And 1 might listen to thy love. 

Shdcspeare^s Poems* 
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ROUND /or Famr rcie$$. 

Sir J. Stetenson. 

Cons bay my cherries, beaateoat fatoies, 
Fresh from the garden pluck'd by mo ; 
All on a summer's day, so gay, 
You hear the Dublin ctm-*^^ Knives gnmnd here l^ 
me* 



Fine apples and choice pears, 
£at boys, forget your cares ; 
All on a summer's day, so gay. 
Yon hear the Dublin cries — ^^ Sweep, sweep, sweep. 



t» 



Fmit in abundance sold by me. 
Fruit in abundance here you see ; 
All on a summer's day, so gay, 
You hear the Dublin cries — ^^ Parsnips, carrots, and 

choice beans." 

Whey, fine sweet whey, 
Come taste my whey ; 
All on a sununer's day, so^gay, 
Yoa hear the Dublin cries — ^ Fine radish^ fine lettnof ^ 

sold by me." 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

Ireland. 
Could gold prolong my fleeting breath, 
Or guard me from the stroke of death ; 
Then would I toil for precious ore. 
And amass a boundless store. 
But since all at length must die ! 
Nor gold a single hour can buy ; 
Let the joys of life be mine, 
Pour the streams of rosy wine ; 
Let me taste, in Chloe's arms. 
All the heay'n of beauty's charms ; . 
The smiles of friendship let me prove, 
Friendship is the soul of love. 

Anacreon. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

L. Attkbbukt. 
Come, fill the board with gen'rous wine, 
* And let's regale at Bacchus' shrine ; 
With harmony and friendship crown'd, 
Let's push the bottle swiftly round. 
A sentiment, my friends, let's give, 
May we enjoy the days we live. 



I- i 
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GLEE for Five Voices. 

R. Spoffoeth. 

Come, bounteous Maj ! in fulness of thy might, 
Lead briskly on the mirth-infusing hours ; 

All recent fifom the bosom of delight, 

With nectar nurtnr'd and involT^ in fbw'rs. 

By Spring's sweet blush, by Nature's teeming womb, 

By Hebe's dimply smile, by Flora's Uoora, 

For Venus' sdf demands thee come. 

Wm. I'hompsan. 



GLEE for Four Voka. 

R. Spoffoeth. 

CoME) Clara t as the lily fair, 

Bludiing like the dew-kiss'd rose ; 
Von murmuring rill shall soothe your ear. 

And Streplion sigh thee to repose. 

What I dio' by persecuting fiile, 

The duurms of luxury's deny 'd ; 
The Mipty fiirce of serrffe state, 

And all the purple train of pride. 

^et, if with me you Mk die plain, 

With me ei^y the rural cot ; 
A happy, tho' a humble swain^ 

Ye pioud and great, I scorn your lot 

£ 
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GLE£ foT Five yokes. 

W.HoR!LEY,M. B. 

' Cold is CiidwaUo's tongue, 
' Tkat hush'd the stormy main : 

* Brave Urien sleeps upon his craggy bed : 
' MounlaLns, ye raoum in vain ; 

* Dear lost companions of my tuneful aif, 

' Dear us the light (hat visits these sad eyes, 
' Dear as the ruddy drops that wann my lieart, 
' Ye died amidst your dying country's cries. 
' No more I weep. They do not sleep. 

* On yonder cltlfs, a grizly band, 
' I sec (hem sit, they linger yel, 

* Avengers of their native land : 

* With me, in dreadful harmony, they join, 

< And weave, with bloody bands, the tissue of thy line.' 
Gray's Bard. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 
, Dr. Callcott. 

ll^mEF of the windy Morven I First of a thousand 
heroes! Spread thy white sails to the beam of the 
morning, and retire to the echoing hill : Blest be thy 
Boul, thou king of men ! In peace thou art the gale of 
spring, in war the mountain storm ; Give us the song of 
former years, let the night pass away in the sound, aod 
the morning return with joy. 

Ossian. 



J 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

L. Atterburt and Hilton. 
Come, let as all a maying go, 
And lightly trip it, to and fro ; 

The bells shall ring. 

And the cnckoo sing y, 
The drams shall beat, and the fife shall play. 
And so we'll pass oar time away. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Paxton. 
Come, oh come, ethereal guest I 

Child of tranquil ease and pleasure ; 
Ever blessing, ever blest, 

Here diffuse thy choicest treasure. 
Come, sweet mirth, and bring with thee. 
Sportive citch, and merry glee ; 
Bat ah! sly nymph, all playful tricks remove,: 

Let no offensive sounds invade the ear. 
Bat such as bashful beauty may approve, 

And modesty, without a blush, can hear. 
Then this blooming radiant throng, 

Shall applaud the festive measures ; 
Dariii^ heav'nly smiles along. 

Giving and receiimg pleasures ; 
What sweet raptures fire the mind. 
When beauty's charms, and music are combin'd I 

Dr. Scott.— Prize, 1785, 
E2 
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DUETTO. 

(Could a man be secure, 

That his life would eoduie. 
As of old, for a thousand long yean ; 

What arts might he know 

What acts might he do, 
And all without hurry or care. 

But we that have but span-long lives, 
The thicker must lay on the pleasure ; 
And since time will not stay. 
We'll add the night unto the day ; 
And thus we'll fill the measure. 



Goodwin. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

Sir J. Stevbmsok. 
Comb unto these yellow sands. 
And then take hands ; 
Court'sied, when you have, and kiss'd 
The wild waves wist ; 
Foot it f eatly ' here and there. 
And sweet sprites the burden bear % 
Hark ! I hear the watch-dogs \mk ! 
Hark ! I hear the strain of chanticleer I 

Shakspeare. 
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GLEE for Fhe Voices. 

- R. J. S. Stevens. 
Gome hither shepherd's swain ! 

Sir, what do yoa require ? 
I prithee shew to me iby name ? 
Mj name is, fond Desire. 

Ten me, who was thy nurse ? 

Fresh youth in sugar'd joy ; 
What was thy meat, and daily food ? 

Sad sighs, with great annoy. 

What Inll'd thee then asleep? 

Sweet speech, which likes me best. 
Tell me, where is thy dwelling-place ? 

In gentk hearts I rest. 

Doth either time or age 

Bring thee unto decay ? 
No ! no ! Desire both lires and dies. 

Ten thousand times a day. 

Then, fond Desire, farewell ! 
Thou art no mate for me ; 
1 should be loth, methinks, to dwell 
such a one as thee. 

Earl of Oxford^ loon. 
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CtrpiD AND Cahpabpe. 
GLEE /or /fee Voices. 

R. J. S. Stbvbmi^ 
Cupid and ray Compaspe* play'd 
At cardcs for kisses ; Cupid pu^'d : 
He stakes his quiver, bow, and arrows, 
His mother's doves, and teamc of sparrows ; 
Looses them too : then down he throws 
The coral of his lippc, the rose 
Growing oq's check, (but none knows how) 
"With these, the chrystal of his browe. 
And then the dimple of his chinnc ; 
AI) these did my Campaspe winne. 
At last he set her both his eyes ; 
She won, and Cupid blind did rise. 
O Love ! has she done this to tbec ? 
What shall, alas ! become of me. 

John Lilj/f, in the time < 
Queen Elizabeth. 



MADRIGAL /or I'hree Voices. 

BCONONCIXI 

C^'Hi mai d'iaiqua Stella 
Provo tenor piii rio ; 
Che vide mai, del mio 
Piil tormentato cor. 
Tradilo son da quella 
Che fu la prima, oh Dio ! 
Da ch'imparo il cor mio. 
A sospirar d'anior. 

*- The wani Miriada, subiUIuleit for Caiupaspe in (be Glesi ' ] 
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MADRIGAL far Three Voices. 

WiLBYE.— 1609. 

C/OMB, shepherd swains, that wont to hear me sin^, 

Now sigh and groan, 
Dead is my love, my hope, my joy, my spring ; 
O she that was your summer's queen, 

Your day's delight, 
Is«gone, and will no more be seen. 

Oh! cruel spight, 
Break all your pipes, that wont to sound 

With pleasant cheer. 
And cast yourselves upon the ground 

To wail my dear. 
Come shepherd swains, cone nymphs, and all around, 

To help me cry. 
Dead is my love, and, seeing she is so, 

Lo ! now I die ! 



MADRIGAL for Four Voices. 

J. BBKirETT. — 1500. 

Come, shepherds, follow me. 

Run up apace the mountain. 

See, lo ! beside the fountain, 
Love laid to rest, how sweetly sleepeth he. 
Oh take heed, come not nigh him. 
But haste we hence, and fly him ! 
And lovers, dance with gladness. 
For while love sleeps, it's truce with care and sadness. 



*. *• 
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HADRIGAL for live Voices. 

Giovanni Crocb.— -1560. 

C/TNTHiA ! iby song and cbaunting, 
So strange a flame in gentle hearts awaketh, 
That ev'ry cold desire, wanton love makeih, 

Sounds to thy praise and yaonting. 
Of syrens most commended, 
That with delightful tunes for praise contended ; 
For when thou sweetly soundest, 
Thou neither kill'st nor woundest, 
But dost revive a number 
Of bodies buried in perpetual sluBsber. 



Ancient Antipathy. 

GLGE for Four Voices. 

R. J. S. Stevens. 
Crabbed age and youth oaimot live together, 
Youth is full of pleasure, age is full of caie ; 
Youth like summer mom, age like winter weather; 
Youth like summer brave, age like winter bare. 

Age I do abhor thee, youth I do adoie thee ; 

O ! my love, my love is young ; 
Age I do defy thee, O ! sweet shepherd hie thee; 

For, methinks thou stay'st too long. 

ShmkiftmOn 
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GLEE for Four Foices. 

Comb, ye party jangHng swains, 
Leave your flocks, and quit the plains ; 
Friends to country, friends to court, 
Nothing here shall spoil your sport : 
Ever welcome to our feast, 
Welcome ev'ry friendly guest. 

Sprightly widows, come away. 
Laughing dames, and virgins gay ; 
Little gaudy, fluttering misses, 
Smiling hopes of future blisses : 
Ever welcome to our feast, 
Welcome ev'ry friendly guest. 

All that rip'ning sun can bring. 
Beauteous summer, beauteous spring, 
In one varying scene we show, 
The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow : 
Ever welcome to our fi»st, 
Welcoane ev'ry friendly guest. 

Comus jesting, music charming. 
Wine inspiring, beauty warming ; 
ftage and party malice dies, 
Peace returns, and discord flies : 
JSver welcome to our fieast, 
Welcome ev^rj friendly guest. 



Danbt. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Ravenscroft. 
Cans't thou love and live alone, 

Love is so disgraced ; 
Pleasure is best y^hen it can rest, 
In a heart embraced. 

Rise, rise, day-light, do not burn out ; 

BcUs noiffr ring. 

And birds do sing, 
'Tis only I that mourn out. 

Morning star doth now appear, 
Wind is hushM, and sky is clear : 
Come away, come, come away, 
Can'st thou love ? then bum out day. 

Rise, rise, &c. 

Ode to St. Cecilia. 
For Six Voices. 

8. Webbb, Jan. 
Cecilia more than all the muses skiU'd, 
Phoebus himself must to her yield ; 
And at her feet lay down 
His golden harp, and laurel crown: 
The soil enervate lyre is drown'd 
In the deep organ's more majestic sound ; 
In peals the swelling notes ascend the skies. 
Perpetual breath the swelling notes supplies : 
And lasting as her name. 
Who form'd the tuneful frame, 
Th' immortal music never dies. 



^t • 
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FfiOH King Ajithur. 
SOLO AND CHORUS. 

H. PORCET,!-. 

ME, if you dare, our trumpets souad ; 
Come, if you dare, the foes rebound. ^ 

We come, we come, we come, we come, ' 

^^inv the double, double, double beat of the tiiund'ring' 

^^P Now they charge on amain ; 

Now they rally again. 1 

The gods from above (he mad labour behold ; t ] 

And pity mankind that will perish for gold. 

»The fainting Saxoos quit their ground ; 
Their trurapeU languish in the sound. 
They fly ! they tly ! they fly 1 they fly ! 
Tictoria! Victoria! the bold Britons cry. 
Now the victory's won. 
To the plunder we run ; 
We return to our lasses like fortunate traders, 

Iamphant with spoils of tLe vanquish 'd invaders. 
GLEE /or Three Voices. 
J. M. Harris. 
(.oMRADEs, replenish the heart-cheering bowt. 
Let wine, rosy wine, now inspire ev'ry soul ; 
Oh may jolly Bacchus, our patron divine, 
Kound Venus's myrtle bis ivy entwine! 

E. Belchambers, 



k 
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To Cupid on Yalentine^s Day. 
GLEE for Three Voices. 

Dr. CooKB. 

C/oMR, thoQ rosy-dimpled hay^ 
Source of every heart-felt joy ; 
Leave the blissful bow'rs awhile, 
F^phos and the Cyprian isle : 
Visit Britain's rocky shore, 
Britons too thy pow'r adore. 
Britons, hardy, bold, and free. 
Own thy laws, and yield to thee, 
Source of every heart-felt joy. 
Come thou rosy-dimided boy. 

Haste to Sylvia, haste away. 
This is thine and Hjrmen's day ; 
Bid her thy soft bondage wear, 
Bid her for love's rites prepare. 
Let the nymphs with jnany a flow'r 
Deck the sacred nuptial bow'r. 
Thither iead the lovely fair 
And let Hjrmen too be there. 
This is thine, and Hymen's day, 
Haste to Sylvia, haste away. 

Only while we love we live, 
Love alcMie can pleasure give ; 
Pomp and pow'r, and tinsel state, 
Those fidse pageants of the great, 
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Crowns and sceptres, envied things, 
And the pride of eastern kings, 
Are bat childish empty toys, 
When compar'd to love's sweet joys. 
Love alone can pleasure give, 
Only while we love, we live. 

Mr. Pmnrak. 



GLEE /or Tkrtt Voices. 

J. BikTTISHILL« 

Comb bind my hair, ye wood-njrmph's fiiir, 
With ivy wreaths come Innd my brows ; 

Hence grief and woe, and pain and care ! 
To Bacchus I'U devote my vows. 

Dun cynic rules are fit for aehoob, 

Let those digest the food who can ; 
Bat love and wine shall still be mine, 

let me laugh out all my q[ian ! 

No woonds of love e'er let me feel. 

But such as spring from eyes and shapes ; 
A corse on those that come by steel, 

1 hate all blood, but blood of grapes. 

Then fill up high the bowl. 

That I may drink and laugh at foob of sense ; 
Why need we fear to want next year, 

Twin be all one an hundred heiice. 

Tkot. Mozeen, 
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GLEE >r Three Voices. 

C/UPiD no more shall give me grief, 
Nor anxious cares cq^press my soul ; 

While gen'rous Bacchus gives relief| 
And drowns 'em in a flowing bowL 

Celia ! thy scorn I now despise. 
Thy boasted empire I disown ; 

Thb takes the brightness frcmi thine eyes, 
And makes it sparkle in my own. 



J. Dtnb, 



^aJMCfCMt 



GIjEE far Three Voicei. 

W. H0KSLBT9 M.B. 
Come, Lelia, fill the goUet up, 

Reach round the rosy wine ; 
Think not that we will take the cup. 
From any hand but thine. 

A draught like this 'twere vain to seek. 

No grape can such supply ; 
It steak its tint from Lelia's cheek. 

Its brightness firom her eye* 

Carlisle^ $ Specimens of Arabian Poetry* 
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ROUND for Three yaiees. 

T. Attwood. 

Ch> VB,* ye &iry-footed hours, 
Fill your laps with fragrant flowers ; 
Mingle with the wanton breeze, 
Sporting ronnd the shady trees : 
I your &vor'd guest will be— 
Child of sweetest Liberty. 

Nature calls me to the grore, 
Theie together will we rove ; 
Vernal blossoms grace the earth ; 
There we'll dance with sportive mirth— 
Vt^j aliye to gaiety, 

of sweet Liberty. 



Gentle lephyrs, young and gay, 
Now to nature homage pity ; 
Mingle with our lively band, 
All your fragrance now expand; 
JfHn to aid the harmony 
Thus inspired by Liberty. 
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On a Lapy's WaiTiNG h%% Naue tir the Snow. 

GLEE /or Three Voices. 

— — Charmino maid ! 



Whj, Nancy, to the faithkas snow, 
Intrust a name so dear as thine ; 

Soon on it shall the rude blast blow, 
And level all the radiant line* 

But, tho' defaced by wind and ste^ 
This record on the snow We find ; 

Know, charming maid, a Warmer seat 
To thy fond name has love atelgti*d. 

For in deep characters imprest, 
Untouch *d by winter's hostile power ; 

On the soft tablet of my breast. 
Thy name, fair Nancy, Uvai secttns. 

Still there the imag'd woifh shaH break, 
In living glow, on fancy's eye ; 

And there thy beauteous form fehall fakfr 
Such colours as shall never die. 



t J 



67 



GLEB /«r Three Voices. 

m 

& Webeb, 

Come, rosy IiciaMi, celestial maid I . 
On zephjrr's fliBren win^ convey'd ; 
In smiles thy heav'nly features drest, 
Descend thou sweet enchanting ^est. 
Ever cheerful, ever gay, 
Hither come, and chase away 
Disease, with sickly yellow spread, 
And pain^ that holds the hangiag liead. 
And is their stead, conduct along 
Fantastic dance, and airy song ^ 
Wit with taste, correct and fine, 
Frolic mirth, that WMts on wine. 
Hope, ilMft ftns flie lover's fires, 
Pfeasing follies, gay desires ; 
For these are thine, a sprighttf traiA, 
Without thee, lifeless, joyless, ?ain. 



IfADRIGAL far Six Voices. 

3. War]K*-1608. 

Die not, fond man, b.<bi«*y day, 
Love*s cold December wiU sorrendcc 

To succeeding jocund May ; 
And then, O then f sorrow shall cease, 
Comforts abounding, cares 

ecmdnde a happy peace. 

F8 



[»i:4rt 
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GLEE /or Four Voices. 

S. Webbe.— Prizf, 17T2. 
JLjIiKoitD, flire sister of the slaugbt'ring pow'r, 
Small at her birih, but rising cv'ry hour ; 
While scarce the skies her horrid head can bound, 
She stallis oa earth, and shakes the world around. 
Pot 

But lovely peace, in angel's form, 
Descending, quells the rising storm ; 
Soil ease and sweet content shall reign, 
And discard never rise again. 

S. VFehl 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

Dr. Calu 
Jj)esol.ate is the dwelling of Mona, 
Silence is in the house of her Others ; 
Haise tbe song of mourning, O bards, 
Over the land of strangers, — 
They have but fallen before lis. 
For one day we must fail. 

Yet a few years, and the blast of the desert comes, 1 

And whistles round tbe half-worn shield. 

Let the blast of the desert come, 

We shall be renowned in our day. 

The mark of my arm shall be in battle. 

My name in tbe soog of bards. 



^^^^^B^^^^c^^^^^ 


^H 
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^^^^^^^H 


^P GLEE for Five yokes. 


^^^^H 


WlLBYS 


^^^^H 


ISows in a valley as Alexis trips, 


^^^^H 


He saw young Daphne sleeping ; 


^^^^^^H 


Soon did tbe wanton touch her ruby lips, 


■ ^^^^^^^1 


She blush'd and felt a weeping. 


. ^^^H 


The youth then gently greets her, 


' ^^^^1 


But all ID vain enlreats her : 


.1 ^^^^^^^1 


Since neither sighs nor tears cou'd move hei 


^^^H 


With plaint he warbled forth his mournful < 


^^^^^H 


^k GLEE for Five Voices. 


^^H 


w 


^^^^^1 


Dabghter, sweet, of voice and air, 


> ^^^^^^1 


Gentle echo, hasle (hee here ; 


I^^^^^^H 


From the vale, where all around, 


'- ^^^^^^1 


Rocks to rocks return the sound i 


^^^^^^^1 


From the swelling surge that roars 


^^^^^H 


'Gainst the tempest-bcuteii shores ; 


^^^^^H 


From the silent moss-grown cell. 


^^^^^^^1 


Haunt of warb'ling Philomel : 


^^^^^H 


Where unseen of raan you lie, 


^^^^^^^M 




^^^^^M 


Daughter, sweet, of voice and air, 


' ''^^^^^^^1 


Gentle echo, haste thee here ; 


^^^^^^^1 


If thou would'st Narcissus move. 


i.^^^^^l 


To requite thy tender love ; 


r ^^^^^^H 


From Delia tliou tuay'st leam the art, 


t ^^^^^^H 


She captivates the hardest h«art. 

k 


1 
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GLEE /or Thret Vokm^ 

T. LlNLBT. 

jDrBiNK to me only willi thine eyesi 

And I will pledge with imne : 
Or leave a kiss within the oip^ 

And rU not look for wise; 

* 

The thirst that from the soul doth risei 

Doth ask a drink divine 
But might I of Jove's nectar tip, 
. I would not change fiMr thine. 

I sent thee, late, a rosy wreath. 

Not so much honouring thee, 
At giving it a hope, that there 

It ooold not withered be : 
But thou, thereon, didst only breathe^ 

And sent'st it back to me ; 
Since when it grows, and smeUb, I sweir^ 

Not of itself, but thee \ > 



MADRIG^IL for Fhe IToiees. 

dovAHHc Fiznon* 
JDuE begP Occhi lucenle 
An^i due stelle 
Per pena ch' ebbi ardir 
Mirali' un poco 
O Esca m'han fatto 
D' invisibil fuoco. 



I • 
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CATCH for Three Voices, 

S. Webbb.:— Pmc^ Ci(p. 

Dear father, the giri you design ■» id marriage, 
Is die pretty, complying, of elegant carriage } 
You'd snrely our family keep bom, a \Aoij 
She may be conceited, a jUt| or what not : 
Ah 1 now you delight me, describing the maid, 
And I h(qpe she will yerify all you have said. 

O* fT€99e^ 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

5^ Wb99E. 

DiTiHB Cecelia ! goddess, heay*oly maid 1 
Bless OS, thy hwuble To^ries, with thy aid $ 
Thai wie,to nations yet nnbom, may prove 
That music only is the food of love ; 
Then shall this day for erer sacred be, 
To thee, bright saint, to love and harmony. 

Congreu. 
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GLEE for Five Voices. 

R. J. S. Stevens, 

Charming to love is morning's hour. 

When from her chrystal roseate tow'r, 

She sees the goddess health pursue 

The skimming breeze, through fields of dew. 

Charming the flaming hour of noon, 

When the sunk linnet's fading tune 

Allures him to the beechy grove : 

Or when some craggM grotesque alcove, 

Sounds in his ear its tinkling rill, 

And tempts him to its moss-grown sill. 

Most charm'd when on his tranced mind, ^ - 

Is whbper'd in the passing wind, 

The name of her whose name is Miss, 

Or when he all unseen can kiss 

The fringed bank, where late she lay, 

Hidden from the imperious day. 

Mrs. Coiwlejf. 



■i- 



CATCH/or Three Voices. 

Hilton. 
Come hither boy, if thou wilt learn \x> thrive, then come 

away. 
And hearken to this lesson here to-day : 
Thou must often borrow, seldom lend, and never pay. 
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GLEE for Four Foices. 

S. Webbe, Jun* 

Com Ey and let us live, my dear ! 
Let QS love, and never fear 
What the sourest fathers saj. 
Brighest Sol, that dies to-day, 
Lives again as blithe to-morrow : 
But if we, dark sons of sorrow, 
Set, O ! then how long a night 
Shuts the eyes of our short light ! 
Then let amorous kisses dwell 
Oir our lips, begin and tell 
A thousand and a hundred scored 
A hundred and a thousand more ; 
Till another thousand smother 
vThat, and that wipe off another. 
Thus, at last, when we have numbered, 
Many a thousand, many a hundred ; 
We^U confound the reckoning quite. 
And lose ourselves in wild delight ; 
While'our joys so multiply. 
As shldl mock the envious eye. 

From the Latin of Catullus^ by Crashaw. 



^ ^ I 


1 


■ 


^ 






^^^^V GL£E>r Three Voices. 




^H 


^■^^ Dr. 


Callcott, I 


^H*^ JlDsiNK (o-tiight, 




1 


^B If the moon shine bright, 




1 


^^B And mark upon her border, 
^^^B SoiDf deeds to be done, 




'^H 






^H To Fhcebus, the sun. 




^^^^^^H 


^^m In trim and comely order. 




^^^^^1 


^^H Firs! that appear, 




^^^^^1 


^^ft Are the priests of the year, 




^^^^^^H 


^^V With their censers full of wine, 




^^^^^^H 


^^^ Then Cjnlliia bright, 




^^^^H 


^^K In all her light, 




^^^^^^H 


^^m The goddess most divine ; 




^^^^^^H 


^^H And as they pass 




^^^^^1 


^B They drink and sJng, 




^^^^^^^H 


^H All health and prai«e 




^^^^H 


^H To Apollo, onr king. 




1 


^^H GLE£ for Four Voices. 




Dr. 


Ce^H 


^^1 Uleb \ doTC, ECnza mc, dolce mia vita, 






^^P Kimasa sei ? si giovanc e si belhi ; 




^^H 


^^B Come poi che la luce e diiiartita, 




^^H 


^^M Riman tm boschi la smarrita agnella, 




■^M 


^^^fc Che dal pastor sperando esscr udila ; 




^M 


^^m Se va lagnando in questa parte ed in quelLt ; 




^H Tanto che il lupo I'ode da lontano, 




•^^H 


^^B Ed il miscro pastor nc piange in vano. 




Ariostv. 






J 
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Pabapheasbd bt a Lad7. 

Ah ! where, alas ! my dearest life, 

Without me dost thou stay ? 
IToaiig as thoo Jurt, and faeauttfuly 

So innocentl J gajr* 

As after snu-set from the fold. 

The tender lamfakia roams ; 
And lost, 'mongst desert shades^ at uglit» 

Bleats forth her plaintiye moan : 

Hoping the sad complatnt may veach 

Her feithful shepherd's ear, 
She wanders long from place to place ; 

But, ah ! no help is near. 

liVhen at the last the hungry wolf, 

Attracted by her cries, 
Far o£F, in eager haste, be coneS| 

And on the victim flies. 

Th' unhappy shepherd mourns, alas 1 

His little wand'rer's fate ; 
He sighs — he weeps — but tears are vain, 

Those tears which fall too late. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

J. Dakby*. 

Daughter of heav'n ! whose magic cally 
From nothing bade this wond'roos aU^ 

In beauteoas order rise : 
Thou who at nature's earliest birth, 
Saw'st yemai fragrance clothe the earth, 

And brighten all the skies. 

Thee I invoke, whose sacred sway 
Hath bound the earth, the air, and sea, 

In one eternal chain : 
Come, then ! O come, celertial maid ! 
Be present to th j votVy's aid, 

And harmonize the strain. 

So when thy Orpheus strikes the strings, 
Then music waves her purple wings,* 

And undulates around : 
The groves, .with all their echoes, mourn, 
And sympathetic rocks return 

The inexpressive sound. 
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GLEE far Three Voices. 

Earl of MoBKiifGTOK. 

Delightful scene ! in vhich appear 
At once the beauties of the jrear. 
See how the zephyrs of her breath, 
Fan gently the flow'rs beneath ; 
See the gay flow'rs, how bright th^y glow t 
Tho' planted in a bed of snow ; 
Yet see, how soon they fade and die I 
Scorch^ with the sunshine of her eye. 
No wonder if, o'ercome with bliss. 
They droop their heads to steal a kiss. 
Who would not die, and be at rest ? 
Who would not die, to be so blest } * 



MADRIGAL for Four Voicei. 

LucA Marenzio. 
Diflsi all'amata mia 
Lucida stella, 
Che piji d'ogn' altro luce 
Ed al mio cor adduce 
Fiamme, strali e catene 
Ch' ogn' or mi danno pene ; 
Deh ! niorir6 cor mio ? 
8i, morirai. 
Ma Doa per mio desio. 
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GLEE for Four Voices* 

R. J« S. Stevehs, 

JProm Oberon, in faiiy laad^ 

The king of ghosts and sbadowB there; 
We fairies all, at his commaiid. 
Are sent in riew the nigbft-spoits here. . 

What revel rout ' 

Is kept aboat, 
In every comer where we go i 

We will o'er see. 

And merry be, 
And make good sport, with ho, ho, hot 

When lads and lasses merry be, 

With possets and with jnncates fine ; 
Unseen of all the company. 

We eat their cakes and sip their wine. = 

O then what sport ! 

The wine runs short. 
The blushing cheeks with anger glow : 

Their cakes they min, 

And shriek, who's this ? 
We answer nought, but ho, ho, hoi • ' 



By weUs and rills, in meadows greca. 
We nightly dance, our hey-day guise ; 

And to our fairy king and queen. 

We chaunt our moon-light minstrelsies. 



t • 
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Fiends ! ghosts 1 and sprites I 

Who batint the nights. 
The hags and goblins do us know ; 

And behlames old 

Our feats have told ; 
So frolic it, with ho, ho, ho ! 

tBen J onion. 
GLEE for Five Voicej. 
W. HORSLET, M.B. 
rHBRBAL race, iuhabilants of air ! 
Who hymn your God amid the secret grove ! 
Ye unseen beings, to my harp repair. 
And raise majestic strains, or melt in loye ! 



Let me, ye wand'ring spirits of the vind ! 

Who, as wild fancy prompts you, touch the string ; 
Srait with your theme, be in your choms join*d. 
For, till you cease, my muse forgets to sing, 

Thompson's Ode on j^olus'i Harp, 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

Wm. LiSlLEY. 

£*cm sin could blight, or sorrow fade, 

Death came with friendly care I 
Tbe op'ning bud to heay'n coovey'd. 

And bade it bloGsom there I 
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MADRIGAL for Tiw Foices. 

Michael Cavendish,— 1598. 

JBv'rt bush new sprulging, 
Ev'rj bird now singing ; 
Merrily sat poor Nicho, 
Cluuiting tro li lo. 

Her he had espy'd, 

On whom his hopes rely'd ; 

Down, a down, a down. 

With a firown she puli'd him down. 



GLEE for Three Voices. . 

Dyne.— Pme, 1768. 
jPiLL the bowl with rosy wine, 
Around our temples roses twine ; 
And let us cheerfully awhile, 
Like the wine and roses smile. 
To-day is our's, what do we fear ? 
To-day is onr's, we have it here ; 
Let's treat it kindly, that it may 
Wish, at least, with us* to stay : 
Let's banish care, let's banish sorrow ; 
To the gods belongs to-morrow. 

Cowlejf^i Amtcrpom'. 




a^ HOM this roof my shepherd went, 
When Ihc lark lint left his bed, 

Whisp'ring, be, my love, conlcnl, 
I to distant vales must tread. 



Dr. Callcott. 



But when ev'ning star appears, 
Thro' the d<;ws I'll seek this spot, 

I^t me kiss away thy tears, 
'Tis with grief I leave this cot. 



Thos he said, then strode away, 
O'er yon heathy mountain far, 

fi guide bim, lest he stray, 
ite ! O rite ! thou cv'oing star, 
it beams, and liark his song. 
Sweetly to my ear 'tis Itorne, 
^ythe my shepherd lri]>s along, 

IFailbful to his vows at morn. 
A1 



MADRIGAL for Four P^oicei. 

T. MoaLET, 1596. 
'air Pbillis I saw sitting all alone, 
Feeding her flock, near to the mountain side ; 
The shepherds knew not whither she was gone, 

Bur after bis lover Amintas by'd : 
Up and down he wandered while she was missing, 
But wbCD he found her, O then they fell a kissmg. 
U 
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GLEE far Four Voices. 

S. Webbb, Jmu 
!From peace and social joy Medusa flies, 
And loves to hear the storm of thander rise s 
Thus hags and witches hate the smiles of day, 
Sport in loud thunder, and in tempests play* 



BfADRIGAL for Fhe Voices. 

J. WiLBYB.— 1609. 

jP LORA gave me fairest flowers, 

None so fair in Flora's treasure ; 
These I plac'd in Pbillis' bowers. 

She was pleasM, and she's my pleasoie : 
Smiling meadows seem to say. 
Come, ye wantons, here to play. 



. Sboubl* 
GLEE for live Voices. 

L; ArrBRBirmr, 
IVe often heard her say that she lov'd pctties ; 
In the merry month of May I gave her roses ; 
Cowslips and gilly-flow'rs, and the sweet lilly^ 
I got to deck the bow'rs of my dear Pbilly, 
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GLEE for Three Foiees. 

Dr. Caixoott. 
Fbom thy imTes, flfonn j Lannow, I fly. 

From the rocks that are lash'd bf their tide ; 
From the nymph whose ooM boson, fdntfcssaslhrf. 

Has wreck'd my wann hqpes by her pride; 
Yet lonely, and rude as the scene. 

Her smile io that scene con'd impart 
A charm that mi^ht riral the bloom of the yale ; 
But, away thoo fimd dream of my heart ! 

To thy rocks, stormy Lannow, adieu. 

Now the blasts of the winter oome on. 

And the waters grow dhrk as the skies ; 
But, 'tis well ! they resemUe the solien disdain 

That has lonr'd in those insolent eyes : 
Sincere were the sighs it reprem'd, 

Bnt they rose in the days that are iown. 
Ah ! nymph unrelenting, and cold as thoa art. 

My qiirit is prood as thine own. 

To thy rocks, stoosy Lamiow, 



Now the wings of the sea*fiiwl are spread. 

To escape the rough storm by their flight ; 
And these caires will a And them a gloomy retreat 

From the wind, and the billows of night. 
Lfike them, to the home of my youth. 

Like them, io the shades 1*11 retire ; 
ReceiTe me ! and shield my vex'd ^irit, ye grorcs, 

From the pangs of insulted desire. 

To thy rocks, stormy Lannow, adieu. 

G 2 Miss Seward* 
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The Negro's Complaint, 

GLEE for Four Foices. 

J. Danbt* 

Forced from home, and all its pleasures, 

Afric's coast I left forlorn ; 
To increase a stranger's treasures. 

O'er the raging billows borne. 

Men from England bought and sold me, 

* Paid my price in paltry gold ; 
But, tho' theirs they have enroll'd me, 
Minds are never to be sold. 

Still in thought are free as ever ; 

What are England's rights, I ask. 
Me from my delights to 'sever, 

Me to torture, me to task ? * 

Woolly locks and black complexioOy 

Cannot alter Nature's claim ; 
Skins may differ, but affection 

Dwells in white and black the same. 

Why did all-creating nature, 
■ Make the plant for which we toil ; ^ . 

Tears must water, sighs must nurture, 
Blood of ours must till the soil. 



85' 

Think ye, Master ! iron-hearted, 
Lolling at your jovial board ; 

Think how many blacks have smarted. 
For the sweets your canes aflbid. 

Is there, as you sometimes tell us. 
Is there one that reigns on high ; 

Has he bid you buy and sell ns, 
Speaking from his throne, the sky. 

He perceiving what vexations, 
Afric's sons would undergo ; 

Fir^d the tyrants' habitations. 
Where his whirlwinds answer no. 

Deem us link'd with brutes no longer, 
'Till some reasons you can find ; 

Worthier of regard, and stronger 
Than the colour of our kind. 

Slaves of gold, whose sordid dealings. 
Tarnish all your boasted powen ; 

Pkove that you have human fedings, 
Ere ye proudly questimi ohii. 



Camfcr. 
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GLEE for I'hree Voices. 

J. Danbt^ 

JPair Flora decks the ildw'ry groand, 

And plants the bloom of May, 
Whilst ev*ry hill, and ev*ry dale^ 

Appears unusual gaj. 

The pretty warblers of the grove, 

Assume their various notes ; 
Th' echoing woods responsive sound, 

The music of their throats^ 

Lead on, my Celia, quit the town, 

And banish ev'ry care ; 
O haste, my Celia, haste away, 

To breathe the rural air. 



DUET— Faie Aurora. 

From Artaxerzes by Dr. Amvs* 
JPair Aurora prithee stay, 
O^retard unwelcome day ; ^ 
Think what anguish rends my breast, 
Thus caressing and caressed : 
Forced at thy approach to part, 
Think what anguish rends my heart. 

Iranslaied from Metastatiqr 
by Dr. Ante. 
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MADRIGAL for Four Voices. 

Ford.— .1636. 
Faik^ sweet, crael, vthy dost thoa fly me ? 

O go not from tby dearest, 
Tho' thou dost hasten I am nigh thee ; 

When thou seem'st far, then I am nearest : 
Tany Uien and take me with yon. 

Fie sweetest, here is no danger, 

O fly not, love pursues thee ; 
I am' no foe nor foreign stranger. 

Thy scorn with fresher hope renews me : 
7an7 then and take me with you. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Harmonized by S. Haebisov. 
JFair EUen like a liily grew. 

Was beauty's favourite flower ; 
7ill fiilsehood changed her lovely hue, 
She withered in an hour. 

JUtonio in her virgin breast, 
. First raisM a tender sigh ; 
Sis wbh obtained, the lover Uest^ * 
Then left the maid to die. 



88 



INVOCATION for Four Voices. 

S. Weslet. 



JPatiier of light and life ! thou good supreme ! 
O teach me what is good.-^Teacb me thysdf. 
Save me from folly, Tanity^ and vice ; 
From every low pursuit ; and feed my soul 
With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue pure : 
Sacred, substantial, never ftding bliss. - . 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

Dr. Nares. 
JPeab no more the heat of the sun, 

Nor the furious winter's rages ; 
Thou thy worldly task hast done. 

Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages : 
Golden lads and lasses must. 
All follow thee, and turn to dust. 

% 

No exorciser harm thee ! 

Nor no' witchcraft charm thee ! 

Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 

Nothing ill come near thee*! \ 

Quiet consummation have. 

And lenowiied be thy grave. 

Shakspeare*s CymbeiUiem 



8» 

Ode to Friendship. 
For Eight Voices. 

Rt. Cookb. 
JPriendship, thou aocial bond of life i 

Y telding to nought, tmt love alone ; 
By thee secure from cares and strife, 

IjeC us approach thy sacred throne. 

Next heay*n-bom harmony thy aid we ask, 
Piopkious thou, be ours the task, 
To blend thy notes in one continu'd whole. 
And poor the melting strain upon the soul. 

Thus the gay hours shall glide away. 

Nor leave a thorn behind, 
Where gen'rous friendship bears the sway. 

With harmony combined. 

Mr. Harris. 



i 



MADBJGAL for Three Voices. 

i. WlLBTI^.— 1596m. 

Fly, Love, to heav'n above, and look out Fortune, . 

And sweetly her importune : 

That I from my Calista, best beloved, 
As you and she sit down be never moved ; 
And love to Carimcl, see you commend me, 
Poriune, for her sweet sake, may chance befriend me. 
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6LEE/or Three Vmceu 

Dr. CooKB* 

IPruitful earth drinks up the Fain, 

Trees from earth drinks that again ; 

The sea too drinks the air. 

The sun drinks the sea, 

And him the moon ; 

Is it reason then, do you think, 

That I should thirst when all else drink. 

Onrit^B TramsloHon from Anaerecm. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. Alcock. 
Friendship, thou dearest blessing heay*n bestows I 
Balm of cares and softener of all our woes ; 
I at thy shrine my willing tribute pay, 
And to thine honour consecrate my lay. 
Thy form b lovely, and thy fruit divine, 
For love and peace, and truth, and joy, are thine; 
And kind'red souls, who feel this gen'rous flame, 
Enjoy a fund of bliss that wants a name. 
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GLEE for Three Voieet. 

Dr. Callcott. 

Farewell to Lochaber, and fiurewell my Jeao, 
Where heartsome with thee I harie many di^ been-; 
For Lochaber no more^ Lochaber no mcnre, 
May be to return to Lochaber no moie. 
These tears that I shed, they are all for my dear^ 
And not for the dangers attending on war ; 
Tbo' borne on rough seas to a fiur distant shoie^ 
Hay be to return to Lochaber no more. 

AUcmRanuejfz 



GLEE far Five Voices. 

IFlora now calleth forth each flow'r, 
JLnd bids make ready Maia's bow'r, 

Who still doth lie in a trance, 
^hen will we little love awake, 
7hat now sleepeth in Lethe's lake^ 

And pray him lead on omr dance. 



J. S. SlIITtt. 



SpcHcer* 



'}< 
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GLEE for Three Voicfis. 

Dr. Wilson.— 1667. 

IPitOii the fair Lavinian shore, 
I your markets come io store ; 
Muse not though so far I dwell, 
And my wares come here to sell : 
Such is the sacred hunger for gold. 
Then come to my pack, 

While I cry, 
« What d'ye lack, 
« What d'ye buy," 
For here it is to be sold. 

I hare beauty, honour, grace, 
Fortune, favour, time, and place, 
And what else thou would'sSt request, 
Ey'n the thing thou likest best : 
First let me haye but a touch of your gold. 
Then come to me- lad. 

Thou shalt have 
What thy dad 
Never gave, 
For here it b to be sold. 

Madam, come, see what you lack, 

I've complexions in my pack ; 

White and red you may have in this place. 

To hide your old and wrinkled face. 

First let me have but a touch of your gold. 

Then thou shalt seem 

Like a wench of fifteen. 
Although you be threescore and ten years old. ^ 



9» 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. Cooke. 

Faib Susan did ber wife hode well maintain^ 
Algates assaulted so, by lovers twaine ; 
Now an* I reade arigbte that auncient song, 
The paramours were olde, the dame was young : 
Had thilk same tale in other guise been told, 
Had they been young and she been olde, 
Faidie ! that wou'd ^' been much sorer tryale, 
Full manrailous, I wot, were such denyale. 

Chaucer. 



MADRIGAL for Four Voices. 

J. Bennett.— 1598. 

Flow, O my tears ! flow, and cease not I 
Alas ! these spring-tides increase not ; 
O when hcpn you to swell so high. 
That I may drown me in you. 



GLEE for Five Voices. 

Dr. Callcott. — Prize, 1792. 
JPather of heroes! high dweller of eddying windsi 
>vhere the dark-red thunder marks the troubled cloudf ; 
open thou thj stormy halb ; let the bards of old be neui 
We sit at the rock, but there is no voice ; no light bfd 
the nseteor of fire, O ! from the rock on tbt hill^ froa 
the top of the windy steep ! O f speak, ye gbostt of. th# 
dead ! O ! whither are ye gone to rest ? In what . Ca(v6 
of the hill shall we find the departed ? No feeUe Toioe 
is on the gale ; no answer half-dip^^'d in the storm ! 
Father of heroes I The people bend before thee ; tbiNi 
turnest the battle in the field of the brave ! thy terrors 
pour the blasts of death I Thy tempests are before thy 
face I But thy dwelling is calm, above the clouds ; the 
fields of thy rest are pleasant. 

Osrian. 



• ; 



From theOdb to Libertt. 
GLEE for Four Foic^. " 

R. SpoffOrtu.— ^Pn'se, IdlO* * 
Fill high the grape's exulting stream, 

Pour oceans with unbounded soul ; 
Fill high, 'till laughing o'er the brim. 
The sparkling treasure loads the bowl. 

Senec. Hippoljft. Act IL Sc. 9. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

C. Ev\vt.~Prhe, 1812. 
JPill all (he glasses, lill them high, 

Drink and defy all pow'r but Love ; 
Wine gives the slave his liberty, 

But Love makes a slave of tlmndering Jove. 
Then drink, then drink awa/, 
Make a night of the day, 
'Tis nectar, 'tis liquor divine ; 
The pleasures of life, 
Free from anguisb and strife, 
Aie owing (o Love, and good wine. 

tSkakspeare's Henry the Fourth. 
GLEE /or Five Voices. 
S. Webbe.— i*me, 1778. 
GsBAT Bacchus, O aid us to sing thy great glory, 
Thon chief of the gods we assemble before thee x 
Wine's first projector ; 
Mankind's protector ; 
Hail patron of social delights ! we adore (hee 1 
All nature rejoic'd when thy birth was declar'd, 
Behold here thy altar 1 and vot'ries prepar'd ; 
Crown with ihy blessing 
AH who confessing, 
No pow'r on eartb can with (.hioc be compar'd. 

S. Webbe. 




% 
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Regkier's Epitaph. 

GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. CooKB. 
Gaily I liv'd, as ease and nature taoghf, 
And spent mj little life without a thought ; 
And am amaz'd that Death, the tjrrant grim, 
Should tliink of me, who never thought of him. 

Translated from the lialkm^ 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. Callcott.— Pme, 1789. 
Gro, idle boy, I quit thj bow'r. 
Thy couch of many a thorn and flowV, 
I wish thee well, for pleasures past, 
And bless the hour I'm free at last. 
Yet still, methinks, the altered day 
Scatters around a mournful ray ; 
And chilling ev'ry. zephyr blows, 
And ev'ry stream untuneful flows ; 
Haste, haste thee back then,' idle boy, i 

And with thine anguish bring thy joy': 
O rend my heart with ev^ry pain, 
But let me, let me — love again. 

Merry. 
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GLEE for Five Voices. 

It. Sfoffohtr. 

Goon nighi, goo<l rest ; — Ah ! neitber be niy share : 
She bade good night, that kept my rest awfty ; 

And daft me (o a cabbiii haiigM with care, 
To descant on the doubts of my decay. 

Farewell, (qiiofh she,) and come again to-morrow; 

Farewell I could not, for 1 supt with sorrow. 

Yet at my parting sweetly did she smile, 

In Bcoro, or friendship, nill I construe whether ; 

It may be she joy'd to jest at my exile ; 

It may be a^iin to mnkc me wander thither. 

Sorrow chang'd to solace, and solace mtxl with sorrow; 

For why i she sjgh'd, and bade me come to-moirow. 



Were I with her, the night would post too soon^ 
But now are minutes added to (he hours i 

To spite me now, each minute seems an hour. 
Yet not for me, shine sun — to succour Howers. 

Pack night, peep day, gmxl day of night now borrow. 

Short night, to-night, and length thyself to-morrow. 
Shahpeare's Poemi. 
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GLEE fw Four Voice$. 

8. Wbbbb. 

Great Apollo, strike the lyre. 
Fill the fBptar'd soul with fire I 
Let the festiye soDg go Tomid, 
Let this night with joy be crowned. 
Hark! what niunben, soft and dear. 
Steal upon the fayish'd ear i 
Sure, no mortal swe^ the strings ; 
Listen i — 'tis Apollo sings ! 

B. Head. 



GLEE far Fhe Faiccs. 

Dr. CooKB« 

Gtalbs of er'ning, while riie slumbers. 

Fan my fair to soft repose ; 
Now my lyre, in softest numbers, 

Dare my secret wish disclose. 

Should she wake, the song disdaining, 

Frowns would all thy art destroy ; 
Thou must cease thy fond complaining, 

X must lose my fleeing joy. 

CoSer. 
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GLEE /or Four Voices. 

W. Hawbi 
VsAv Bacchus lay sleeping one day in a shade, 
Where the vines of Oporto wav'd over his head ; 
And, dreaming of nectar, took tiction for truth, 
When a ripe purple cluster drop'd into his mouth. 
By an impulse which mortals nor gods can dia^isC) 
He press'd the rich grape and awoke with surprise ; 
On tasting the grape he pronounc'd it divine, 
And swore by his godhead its name should be nine. 
Then he call'd for Silenus and bade him prepare. 
To tell the wide world this discov'ry so rare ; 
To convene the disciples of pleasure and mirth, 
And bid them plant vineyards alt over the earth. 
Since then boon companions whenever they meet. 
Hail Bacchus the founder bestowing the treat ; 
With copious libations they quaff at his shrine, 
Who first press 'd the grape and pronounc'd this is nine. 
Tho3. Goodwin. , 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Go to my Anna's breast, sweet rose, 

And there your blushing charms display, 

Tell, as your leaves their sweets disclose. 
How swift the Heeling hours decay. 




\00 

0,el»e«»W" ,.,-,„, heart »•• 
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GLEE fw Four Voices. 

Dr. CALLCOtT« 

Go tanefal bird, that glad'st th^ skiei, 

To Daphne's window speed thy way ; 
And there on quiy'rii^ pinions rise, 

There thy yocal art display. 

And if «be deign thy notes to hear, 

And if she praise thy matin song ; 
Tell her the sounds that charm her ear, 

To Damon's native plains belong. 

Skensionc. 



GLEE for Four Fokes. 

L. AltBRBUItT. 

OsifTLE air, thou breath of lovers^ 

Vapour from a secret fire ; 
Which by thee ttself discoyeis, 

Ere yet daring to aspire : 
Softest note of wbisper'd anguish, 

Saimony^ fefined part ; 
Striking while thou seem'st to languish, 
' Full upon the listener's heart. 
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GLEE for Four Voice$. 

Dr. Hates. 
Gtently touch the marbling lyre, 

'Cbloe seems iiiclibed to rest ; 
Fill her soal with fond desire, 

Softest notes will sooth her breast* 
Pleasing dreams assist in love, 
Let them all propitioos prove. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 
W. HoRSLEY, M.B. & W. Hawsb. 

Gallant and gayly on the waves ridingi 

Spirits of ocean come to my call ; 
Nightly and daily thro' the deep gliding, 

Swift as in motion ye circle this ball. 

Warble a chorus passing before us, 

Skimming the green where the moon-beams deep ; 
Hollow shells sounding,, echo rebounding, 

Chaims into pleasure the turbulent deep. 

Three Spamards'^O. Walker. 




EPIGRAM for Four Voices. 



Go, feeble tyranl, and in vain 

Thy fraitless conquest boast ! 
The slave who once has felt Iby chain. 

Enjoys his triumph most. 
Exert, alas ! thy harmless hate, 

Thy frowns and cold disdain ; 
Since double pleasure they create. 

To think Iheni spent in vain. 
The sailor thus of danger free. 

From the securer shore 
Looks back with joy, and laughs (o see, 

The storms be felt before. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

OooD (talesmen need not only wit. 

But Argus' eyes to see ; ,^ 
For here's a hit, and there's a hit. 

But where can you hit me. 
This nought impairs their high renown, 

Tho' like true womcns' men ; 
They're in and out, and up and down, 

And in and out again. 



■ « 
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GLEE j^ fhur f^ckis, 

Oir. CAOTCtt. 

Go tuneful bird, that ^tad'tt the dcied, 

To Emma's winddt^, speed thy i^y $ 
And there, on quiv'ring pinioils rilp^f 

And there thy vocal power display. 

And if she deign thy utiles t6 heilf , 

And if she praise thy matin wng ; 
Tell her the sounds that soothe the ear, 

To Damon's native plains bdong. 

Tell her, in livelier plumes Array Vl> 

The bird from India's groves may shine I 

But ask the lovely, patttftl Itt&id, 
What are her notes compar'd with thine. 

Then bid her treat yon witless beau. 
And all his flaunting race, with tcbm | 

And lend an ear to Damq^'s woe. 
Who sings her praise and Bii^s fttrkttll. 



)05 

GLEE for Four f^mces. 

W. HOSSLET^ M»B^ 

• 
OoHS is my heart, im ever gone^ 

And thou the cause, faeliere Me % 

Yes, thoa the mischief girl faist done. 

And gloriest to deceive me. 

O cheer once more oar drooping scenes. 

And chase the cloud of WMm ; 
O bring those eyes where summer reigns. 

And cheek the rose would borrow* 

Bring bock that form which once was mine^ 

iNie fount of ey'ry pleasure ; 
Where beauty, with a skill diyinei 

Has lavished all her treasure* 

Thine art too fatal have I found, 

Too deeply, nymph, 1 feel it) 
Sure if thine eyes hav« ^v'n n wdund, 

'Tis fiiir thy lips shodd hM it 

Pdttr Pimiary Esq* 
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CrLEE for Three Voices. 

B&BWB». 

^VRif , Amarillis, iq thy swain, 
Thy Damon calls thee back agam ; 
Here's a pretty arbonr by, 
Where Apollo cannot spy ; 
Here let's sit, and whikt I play, 
Sing to my pipe a roundelay. 



Answer. 
GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Paxtoki 

Go Damon go, Amarillis bids adien, 

Go seek another love, 
Bat prove to her more true ; 

No, no, I care not . 
For your pretty arbour nigh, 
Although great Apollo cannot spy : 
Nor will I sit to hear you play, 
Nor tune my voice to your roundeby • 
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^^^^^ GLEE for Five Voices. 

^^B Dr. Callcott. 

^^^^■0, plaintive breeze, ta Laura's flow'ry bier, 
Heave tlie warm sj^h, and sbed the tender tear ; 
There, to the awful shade, due homage pay. 
And softly thus address the sleeping clay :■ 
*' Say envied earth that dost those charms unfold, 
*' Where are those cheeks, and where those lips of gold f 
" Where are (hose eyes, which oft the muse has sung J 
« Where are those lips, and that enchanting tongue! 
" Ye radiant tresses, and thou nectar'd smile, 
'< Ye looks that might the melting skies beguile ; 
" You r(Ab'd my soul of rest, my eyes of sleep, 
" You taught me how to love, and how to weep," 



■ GLEE for Four Vokei. 

y Dr. Cooks. 

S^ABK ! the lark at heav'n's gate sings, 

And Phcebus 'gins t'arisc, 
fiia steeds to water at those springa, 
Ofl chalic*d flowers that lies. 

^^nd winking marybuds begin 

To ope their golden eyes ; 
""Vith ev'ry thing that pretty is, 

My lady sweet, arise. 

Shakspeare's Cj/mbeline. 
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GLEE for Three Voicet. 

Michael Este, 1600. 
STow merrily we live that shepherds be ; 
Roandelays still we ting with nieny gtee t 
On the pleasant downs^ where, as our iodoi we see^ 
We feel no carei| we <i»r mot ftrtime'ji fiowii8» 
We haye no envy which swed mirth ecmfetuidi. 



Far nree V&kes. 

MtcfHAVL Brrfe. 
JEIow merrily we Kre that masons be ; 
Round the lodge thus we march, with mony glee ; 
In thb present lodge, where we our brothers see, 
We feel no cares, we fear not fortune^s frowns : 
We have no envy which sweet mhih confounds. 



CATCH for Three 

Dr. CALijCioT'r.--^iPfiBe9 NSO 
Hay^ you Sir John Hawkins's History ? 
Some folks think it quite a mystety ? 
Music fill'd hb wond'rouK brain ; 
How d'ye like him — is it plain ? 
Both I've read, and must agree,^ 
That Bltfney^s History pleases me. 

Dr. CallcoU. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 
Earl of MoRNiNGTON.— Prts^i 1779. 
;eb in cool grot and mossy oeU^ 
"VTeniral fiiys and &iries dwell ; 
Xho* niel J seen by mortal eye, 
^^hen the pale moon ascending iugby 
JDarts tliio' yon limes her qniVring beams, 
*^^e frisk it near these crystal streams ; 
Her beams reflected from the wave, 
.AfRmd the light oar revels crave ; 
^he tnrf with daisies 'broider'd o'er, 
JSxoeeds, we wot, the Parian floor ; 
Ifoir jti for artful strains we call, 
"But listen to the water-fidL 

Shenstone. 



GLEE far Three Voicei. 

GUQUBLMI. 

Hbbe^s a health to all good lasses, 
Fledge it merrily, fill your glasses, 

Let a hamper toast go round ; 
May they live a life of pleasure, 
"Without miztuie without measure, 

For with them true joys are fouud. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr CooEE. 
UCalcvon days, now wars are ending, 
You shall find whene'er you sail, 
Tritons all the while attending 
With a kind and gentle gale ; 
No stars agaia shall hurt you from above, 
But all your days shall paaa in peace and love. 
Da Capo, 

Drydem. 



I 



GLEE for four Voices. 

Dr. Cooke. — Mec 
Andfor Three Voices. 

F.I 
17ow sleep the brave, who sink to rest. 
By all their country's wishes blest I 
When spring with dewy (ingers cold, 
lletums to deck their hallow'd mould. 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod ; 
Than fancy's feet have ever trod. 
Ry (airy hands their knell is rung, 
By forms unseen their dirge is sung, 
There honour comes, a pilgrim grey. 
To bless (he turf that wraps their clay ; 
And freedom shall awhile repair, 
To dwell a weeping bexmit there. 



Ill 

GLEE for Four k'oicei. 

S. Paxton— A/erfa/, 1779. 
Hot sweet, how fresh, this vernal day, 

How masical the air ! 
Nature was never seen so gay, 
Were but my Silvio near. 



Hash ! wanton birds, your am'rous sonj 

Alamu my virgin breast ; 
Retire, sweet whist'ling winds be gone| 

Retire, 'lis love's request. 

t ROUND for Three Voices. 

Dr. Aldbich. 
ABE I the bonny Christ-church bells, 
!, two, tbtec, four, five, six, 
They sound so woundy great. 
So wond'rous sweet. 
And they troul so merrily. 
Hark I the first and second bell. 
That ev'ry day, at four and ten, 
Cries, come, come, come, come, come to prayers, 
And (he verger troops before the Dean. 
Tingle, (ingle, ting, goes the small bell at nine,. 
To call the beerers home ; 
Bat there's ne'er a man will leave his can, 
1 be hears the mighly Tom. 

Dr. Aldrich, late Dean of Christ Church. 
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GLEE /or Sir Voket^ 

J 

Hbhcb all ye Tain delights I 
As short as are^he-nighfs 

Wherein yon spend your folly 1 
There's nought in this life Kvedf 
If man were wise to aee't, 

Bat only mdancholy ; 
Oh! sweetest m^lanqhaly. 

WelcOToe folded arms and fixed eyes, 
A sigh that piercing, mortUes ; 
A look that's fasten'd to the ground ; 
A tMigue chain'd np-rwtthout a aoand i 

Fountain beadi, aad pathleta ifrore^f 
Places which pale passiqn lores, 
Moon-light walks, when all the fowls 
Are safely faous'd, save bats and pwls. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Wbbbf* 
Hail ! Star of Bnuiswick ! { 

\{ war> ordained, (his star shall dart it's beams 
Thro' that black cknid ; which, rising firom the Thamii, 
W^ith thunder fbrm'd of Bronswidk's wiath, is sol 
To claim the seas and awe the oootioent : 
This AaU direct it wheie the bolt to thnw, 
\ star, for us ; a comet, to the foe* 
If peace shall smile by this, shall oonsmerce sleer 
A steady course in triumph round the sphere ; 
And gathering tribute fton each distant shore, 
In BaiTAijf 's lap the wmhTs abondance pour. 

YoMf. 



GLEB for Fomr Vokxu 

HoTi tdk a flatt*ring tale, 

Drime Taoi and hoUsw ; 
Ah! let not hope prerul, 

Lert dinppouitiBeat 

firtif 
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On Gold. 
GLEE for Four Voices. 

Wm. Dixov. 

Had heaps of treastur'd gold the power, 
To stay the life-resigning hour ; 
My heart from pleasure Td withhold, 
And only live to hoard up gold ; 
That royal bribes from day to day, 
Might charm the tyrant death away. 

But since no treasured heaps have pow'r, 
To stay the fi^e compelling hour, 
Insensate, why should I complain, 
And render life's short blessings vain ? 

Be't mine to drain the rosy bowl, 
Whilst social mirth exalts the soul ; 
Or on soft beds entranced, to prove 
The sweeter joys of sweetest love* 

From Anacreon^ by AddUom^ Ode XXIIL 



GLEE for Four Fakes. 

R. Spoffoetr. 

!U AIL ! smiling mom ! that tips the hilb with gold^ 
Whose rosy fingers ope the gates of day ; 

Who the gay face of nature doth unfold, 
At whose bright presence darkness flies away. 
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GLEE far Four Vt 

Hbre lies my wiTe, poor Phillis! let her lie; . 
She^s foand lepose at bit, aod ao kaic I. 



WftlTTEJr DURMG A TflOSniBK SlOKM. 

GLEE« /or ¥He Vrntet. 

W.Ha 
How dread the crash ! hoar Tirid » the glair ! 

Now, Atheist, trenibie! and dny thy God ! 
Now, hot his heralds ! aad his Tea^geaaee date ! 
Or bow sobmiasnre to hia awfid aod. 



Again it rolls ! aad Albioa's ceaiie qaahca ! 

Again the lightnings flash fraoi pole to pole ! 
The domes resound ! the aoUd fidvic shafcea ! 

And Natare seems to war 



Emblem ! fiunt emblem ! of that coming da j. 
When the kMid cfamoB shaH awake the ban ; 

The earth and skies in wild coflfiision laj. 
And rain! mighty ruin! cover aD! 

re 2 



t' Citdb dob to ISI^ 



19 
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DUET. 

Jo-BKB shall soft charity repair, 
And -break the bonds of grief; 

Down the harrow'd couch of care, 
Man to man must bring relief. 



Dr. Bores. 



Cradocky Esq. 



GLEE for Four Voket. 

R. J. S« Stbykks. 
JEIencb away, ye Syrens leaine me. 

And unclasp your wanton arms ; 
Sngar'd' words shall not deceive me, 
Tho' you prove a thousand charms. 
Fie, fie, forbear ! 
No common snare 
Can ever my a&ctions chain : 
Thy painted baits. 
And poor deceits, 
Are all bestowed on me in vain. 

Can he prize the tainted posies. 

Which on ev'ry breast are worn ; 
That may pluck the spotless roses 
From their never-touched thorn ? 
I can go rest, 
On her sweet breast. 
That is the pride of Cynthia's train : 
Then stay thy tongue. 
Thy mermaid song. 
Is aU bestow'd on me in vain ? 

George WUher$. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Wm. HORSLEV, M.B. 
I] AIL, golden lyre! whose heav'n iHTenletl string, 

To Pliccbua and the l>L-ick hair' (I nine belongs ; 
Who in sweet chorus round their tuneful king, 

Mix, with thy sounding chordn, Iheir sacred songt.^ 
The dance, gay queen of pleasure, thee attends. 
Thy jocund strains bcr list'nlng feet inspire ; 
And each mcludioua tongue its voice suspends. 
Till thou, great leader of the hcav'nly choir, 
W^illi wanton preluding giv'sl the sigii,. 

^■r GLEE for Three yoices. 

^^^ T. Attwood. 

Ij!ark ! the currew's solemn sound, 
Silent darkness spreads around : 
Heavy it beats on the lover's heart. 

Who leaves with a sigh his tale half told ; 
The poring monk and his book must part, 
^^m And fearful llie miser lucks his gold. 
^^KMow whilst labour sleeps and charmed sanow, 
^^H O'er the dewy green, 

^^H By the gloW'Worni's light, 
^^H Unheard, unseen, 

^^F Dance the elves of night ; 

Yet where the midnight pranks have been, 
The clrcl'd tuif will betiay lo-moirow. 



u 



J. Tobin, Esq. 
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GLEE far Four Voices 

8. Webbk. 
JHIail! happy mei'ting ! vhifuge now is done^ 
The grapes arc purpl'U by th' autumnal sun ; 
WIio having with bis beams all nature blest, 
Retires to Capricorn, and sinks to rest. 
Now comes relentless winter, that deforms 
With frost, the forest ; and the sea, with storms. 
We shun the nige, and thus in social mirth, 
We'll pass our lime till spring renews its birth : 
Hail! happy meeting ! crown'd with ev'ry blessing 
Thrice happy we, such plenty here possessing I 
Each, in his look, his heart's content expressing ! 
Thus, while together, such a treat before ns, 
Since it hath plea^'d great Bacchus to restore us, 
Cantct nunc, lo ! A micorum chorus. 



I 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

S, 
]Qov Bhould ve mortals spend our hours, 

In war, in love, and drinking i 

None but a fool consumes his pow'rs 

In peace, in care, and thinking. 

Time, would you let him wisely pass, 

Is lively, brisk, and jolly : 
Dip but his wing in the sparkling glass, 

And lie'U drown dull melancholy. 



1 

tllNT. 

I 



rStr Henry Bate Dudlej^'. 



J 
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GLEE for Four Vokes. 

J. S, Smith. 

JUark ! the hollow woods resoundingy 

Echo to the hunter's cry ; 
Hark I how all the vales rebounding^ 

To hit cheering voice replj. 

Kow so swift o'er hills aspiring, 

He pursues the gaj delight ; 
JNstant woods and plains retiring, 

Seem to vanish from his sight. 

IPljiag still, and still pursuing, 

See the fi»x, the hounds, the men, 
Planning cannot save from ruin ; 

Far Gnxn refuge, wood, and den. 



ew they kill him-7-homeward hie them. 
For a jovial night's repast ; 
hus no sorrow e'er conies nigh them. 
Health continues to the last 

J. Hughes^ Esq. 



l!2d 

GhEE for Three Voices. 

Dr. Arhk. 
JulusH ixi peace ead mder wind^ 

Purling rills in silence roU ; 
While on rosy bed rediB'dy ' 
Sleeps the charmer of mj soiiL 



Chaste Diana ! watch iqj trearare^ 
Guard her beauty from alaniiB ; 

Let no satyr's brutal pfeaaiire^ 
Dare invade her bloonung chaimt. 

Somnus ! god of balmy rest. 
Sweetly slumbVing let her prore 

Ev'ry joy that Strephon bifisl, 
Cou'd bestow in waking love. 






Dr. Ante* 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Webbs. 
Jnlow often have I seen the gen'rous bowl, 
With pleasing force unlock a secret soul, 
And steal a truth, which ev'ry sober hour, 
The prose of life had kept within her power. 
The grape, victorious ; often has prevailed. 
When gold and beauty, racks and torture fiui'd. 
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GLEE for Five Voices. 

Dr. CAi*iiCorr« 
!ff AIL f bappj Albion ! queen of iaiet ! 
Peaceful freedom o'er thee smiles : 
Thy lib'ral heart, thy judging eye^ 
The flow'r unheeded can descry, 
And bid it round heav'n's altars shed 
The fh^rance of its blushing head. 

Through the wild waves as they roar, 
'VTith watchful eye and dauntless mien, 
Thy steady course of honour keep ; 
Nor fear the rocks, nor seek the shore, 
TIie>lar of Brunswick shines serene, 
•And gilds the horrors of the deep* 

Gray. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

R. S^OFFORTH» 

JBEbalth to my dear, and long unbrrAen years, 
Sj storms unruffled and unstain'd by tears ; 
^ing'd by new joys may each white minute fly. 
Spring on her cheek, and sunshine in her eye. 

O'er that dear breast, where loye and pity spring, 
%ay peace eternal spread her downy wing ; 

^^eet beaming hope, her path illumine still, 

And ftir ideas all her fimcy fill. 

Mrs. Barbauld. 
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DUET. 



TftATtBS. 



Uastb my Nannette^ 
My lovely maid, 

Haste to the bow'r. 
Thy fiwain has made. 

For thee alone 

I made, the bower, 
And strew'd the couch 

With many a flower. 

None but my sheep 
Shall near us come, 

Venus be prais'd, 
My sheep are dumb. 

Great god- of love, 
Take thou my crook. 

To keep the wolf 
From Nannette's flock. 

Guard thou the sheep, 

.To her so dear. 
My own, alas ! 

Are less my care.. 

But of the wolf. 
If thou'rt afiraid, 

Come not to us 
To call for aid. 
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For with her swain 

M7 love shall stajr, 
"Vho' the wdf strole, 

And Uie sheep stray. 

Matt. Prior. 



On Solitude* 

GLEE for Four Foices* 

Dr. Alcock«— -Pme, 1770. 
Hail ! ever plea9ing solitude, 
Companion of the wise and good ; 
But, firom whose holy, piercing eye, 
The herd of fools and villains fly. 

Oh ! how I love with thee to walk, 

And listen to thy whisper'd talk ; 

Which innocence, and truth imparls, 

4§d melts the most obdurate hearts. 

« 

Oh f lei me pierce thy secret cell, 
And in thy deep recesses dwell ! 
For ever with thy raptures fir'd, 
For ever from the world retir'd. 

J. Thomion. 
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From Tyrannic Lote. 




SlTark ! my Daridcar ! hark ! we're call'd bdow ; 

Let us go to relieve the care, 

Of lunging lovers in despair ; 

Merry we sail from the east, 

Ilaif lippleil at (he rainbow feast ; 

In the bright moon-shine, while the winds whistle loud, 

Tiyy, livy, we mount, we ily, all racking along in a 

downj white cloud. 
And lest our leap from the sky shoald prove too &t, 
We'll slide on the back of a new-fallon star. 
But now the sun's down, and I he element's red. 
The spirits of lire against us make head ; 

They muster like gnats in the air : 

Alas ! 1 must leave (hee, my fair, 

And io my light- horsemen repair. 
Oh ! slay for you need not to fear 'cur tcvnigbt ; 
The wind is for us, and blows full in their aghtf ^ 

And o'er the wide ocean we 6ght. 
Like leaves in (he autumn onr foes will fall down. 

And hiss in the water and drown. 
But their men lie securely intrench'd in a ctond. 
And a trumpeter hornet (o battle soauds loud. 

AM mortals that spy 

How we till in the sky, 

With wonder will gaze, 
And fear such events as will ne'er come to pass. 
Stay you to perform what the fates would have done :— 
Then call me again when the battle is won. 
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Quartet and Chorus. 

So remdy and quick is a spirit of air 
To pity the lover and succour the fair, 
That silent and swift the little soft god 
Is here, with a wish ; and gone, with a nod. 

Sir Robert Uowariy 1566. 



GLEE for Four IToices. 

W. Kkyvbtt, 
BEark ! to Philomela sjaigiag, 
Sweetly warbling in the yale ; 
Hark I the village beUs are ringing, 
Softly mnrm'ring on the gale. 

By that stream, so gently flowing. 
Stands our poor, though happy, shed ; 

^pnds that ever kindly blowing. 
O'er its unprotected head. 

TheK in inwquil ease and pleasure, 

Each revolving year we dwell ; 
Blest with every heart-felt treasure, 

la our poor and humble cell. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. Cook p. 



JnTATE you seen the Tirgin snow. 
That tops old Aran's peering brow ; 
Lucid, webby, insect spun, 
Purpurea! gleam in sununer sun : 
With such, yet fair^ diviner light, 
Malvina hits the dazzFd sight. 
The guerdon such, can Tudor's breast 
Dare to court ignoble rest ? 
Have you e'er on barren strand, 
Ta'en your solitary stand, 
And seen the whirlwind spirit sped, 
O'er the dark-green billowy bed ? 
Glowing in the thickest fight, 
Such resistless TudoPs might. 



« 



MADRIGAL for Five Voices. 

T. LlKLBT, Jim. 
jHark ! hark ! the birds melodious sing, 
And sweetly usher in the spring ! 
Clote by his fellow sits the dove. 
And gently whispers her his love. 

Presented by Mrs. 'Sheridan-io 
the Caich Oub. 
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Occasional Ode, 
For Four yokes. 

S. Webbe.— Pme, 1778. 

U Aii^ music ! sweet enchantmeot hail 1 
Like potent spells thy powYs prevail ; 
Oa wings of rapture bdnie away, 
Ail nature owns thy universal sway. 
for what is beauty, what is grace, 
JBot harmony of form and face ; 
^Whai are the beauties of the mind, 
3Iea¥'n's rarest gifts, by harmony combined. 
Tnxn the fierce passions discord springs, 

^ill nature strike the softer strings. 

The soul compose, and love harmonious from passion 
flows. 

Aflection's flame, and friendship's ties, 

And all the social pleasures, rise 

Fap thee, O harmony, divine ! 

Lovcy concord, beauty, evVy joy is thine. 

David Garrick. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

L. ATTsaBuar. 
Happy are we met, *> 

Happy have we been ; 
Happy may we part. 
And happy meet again. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

R. Spoffobtu. 
jEJlow calm the evening, see the falling day 
Gilds evVy mountain with a ruddy ray ; 
In gentle sighs the softly whispering breeze 
Salutes the flowers, and wayes the trehibliiig tnei. 

This Glee losij by only a simgk Vbie^ 
the Prize lUedaly 1794, 



On Walking in WssTjiiNST^ft Abbbt. 

GLEE for Famr ydees^ . 

Earl of If oBiinraraiii. 

JETail ! hallow'd fiine ! amidst who's monld'iingsliriiMy 

Her yigils, musing melancholy keeps ; 
Upon her arm her harrow'd cheek reclines, 

And o'er the spoils of human grandeur weeps. 



Hail, awful edifice ! thine aisles along, 
In contemplation wrapt, O let me stray ; 

And stealing from the idle busy throng. 
Serenely meditate the moral lay. 



What pleasing sadness filb my thougbtfU breast, 
Whene'er my steps these vaulted mansions trace ; 

Where, in their silent tombs, for ever rest, 
The honour'd ashes of the British raoe. 



lUil 



GLEE /or Four Vokes. 

Wm. Kuvvett. 

IxERB awa', there awa', wandering "Willie, 
Now tir'd wilh wandering, li^ud awa' liame ; 

Come to raj bosom, mj aia only tiearie, 
And tell me tliou bring'st pic mj Willie the same. 

Loud blew the cold winter wtnd at our parting ; 

ll was na' the blast brought Iho tear in my ee' ; 
Now welcome the simmer, and welcome my Willie, 

The simmer to Nature, ray Willie to mc. 

•" e hurricanes, rest in the cave o' your slumbers, 
O how your wild horrors a lover alarms I 
^ Waken, ye breezes ! roll gently, ye billows ! 
■AjiA waft my dear laddie to mc back again. 

■"»»t if he's forgotteu hi* faithfullcsf Nonie, 

C^ still flow between us, thou wide roaring mam ! 
'ajr I never see il — may [ never trow it — 



I 



via 



-^2ul dying believe that my Willie's ray atn. 




Burnt. 



1 
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GLEE Jor Four Voices^ 
S 
JHTappt are we met, 

Hnppy have we been ; 
Happy may we part, 
And happy meet again. 

Happy they who here belov, 
Use the gifts the gods bestow ; 
Such (he guests, and such the treat, 
Happiness is sure complete. 

Hours of joy arc quickly part, 
Yet shall friendship ever last ; 
And if parting be a pain, 
We but part to meet again. 



To THE Goddess of Libbrtt. 
ODE for Three Voices. 

Dr. t 

ItllAiL ! all hail ! Britannia, queen of isles t 
Where freedom dwells and commerce smiles ; 
Where ia,\t religion burns her brightest flame^ 
And ev'ry virtue cousccrates her name. 
Whose godlike sons disdain to yield. 
Or in the senate, or in the field ; 
While their strong eloquence and courage, roll 
Warmth to the heart and terror to the soul. 
Whose still undaunted tars, with sails unfurl'd 
Ride io bold triumph, conquerors of the world. 

J. Thomson. 
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GLEE for Three Voket. 

Dr. Habrihotoii. 
low wretched those who tasteless live. 
And say this world no joys can give ! 
Why tfinpts yon turtle sprawling, 

'Why smokes the je^lorinus haunch i 
Are these no joys still calling, 

To biess our mortal paunch ? 
O 'tis merry in the hall, 
"^A^hen Ibe beards wap all. 
"Vhat a noise t and what a din 1 
How they glitter round the chin I 
C^ire me fowl, and girc rac fish, 
^'ow fur some of that nice dish. 
^^Ut me this, and cut me that, 
^«r»d me crust, and send me fet. 
-*^itl>it3 putting, hauling, 

-Liegs, wings, breatit, head ; 
*^**»»ie for liquor scolding, bawling, 

I-)ock, poTi, white, red. 
"^le 'tis cramming, cutting, slashing, 
^t»«re the grease and gravy splashing ; 
**«*<ik, Sir, what you've done, 
bounds, Sir, you've cut off the Aldennao's thti 
'b, my thumb 1 my thumb I 
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\ 


^ GLEE for Fire Voket. 


^^^P 


Dr. C. 


^^^V jFTAifD in band with fair; grace. 


,._ 


^^^H Wi)l we 8ing and bless tliis place. 


«l 


^^H Jinv until tlic break of day 


i 


^^^B T)iru' Ibis house each faJry sfraj-. 


H 


^^M To (he children's bed will we. 


( 


^^B.- -Which by us shall blessiil be ; 




^^H And the infants will we fate, 


. 


^^^^ft Ever to be fortunate. 


, 


^^M So shall all th<-se children, three, 


■ . 


^^^^P £ver true and happy be ; 


,1 


^^H And Ihe blola of Nature's hand 


1 


^^H SfaaU not in their issue sfaiid ; 


J 


^^^1 Never mole, bare-lip, or scar, 


J 




'(( 


^^^^^ Despised in nativity, 


.1 


^^^V Shall upon these children be. 


"t 


^^H 'With this fielJ-dew consecrate, 


M 


^^^K £v'ry fairy lake his gait; 


M 


^^H And each sev'ral chamber bless, 


.( 


^^^^ Thro' this palace with sweet peace ; 


.■ 


^^^ Ever shall it safely rest, 


■/ 


1 And the owner of il blest. 


,t 


^^^ Trip away, trip away, make no stay, 


II 


^^^ Meet mc all by break of day. 




1 i 


Shaksp~ 

i 
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GLEE far Three Voices. 
J. BATTisHTLii and W. HokiUiV^ ItiB^ 

JiB&E noy Chloe^.charmii^.iiuud^ 
Sere beneath the geui^ shade ; . 
Shielded from each ruder wind^* 
liOYely Chloe lye reclin'd* 
Lo ! for thee the balmjr breeze 
Gently fans the waving. threes; 
Streams that whisper thro' the grove^ 
Whisper low the yoice of lov^. 
Sweetly bubbliogi wanton sporty 
Where persuasion keeps th^ cpfi^t; 
Ye who pass th^ ennamerd grove^ 
Thro' the rustling shade to rove. 
Sore my bliss your bieast must fire^ 
Can you see and not admire, 

AMocreonf Ode XXII. 



N « 



4 . 



: » ^ 



: • > » 
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J ^ yr Four Voices. 

W.HOBSLET, M.B. 
p^ ■■ X Tgtoe froB the tomb ! 
iX*." a crin, - cooe away !" 



* ,jaK-*^ Jasiie fcu cold diT : 
^ - B« iter A gpb tf T d , " I oooie I 
. _irpti wd cumpKuoo, ulieu ; 

-3 uic <> ^ boHB 90 ti«e." 

. ^^1^ ihe Dtid:i^t-I)rU ning:, 
t^ LacT. skI Luct, wrae ; 
^ wA w t^ CRCB-mf she ipnin^, 
•^iut CoUk's pale athei repose. 

f^%ib ibw the bar nmh in dopau-f 
jat MMn'd fa> the echoo aioood ; 

r^ka'd an a( oon fm the air, 
ial thi»kr ihook dicadfid the groanl. 




I 
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GLEE Jot Four Voices. 

Dr. Callcott. 
JTast (bou lefl thy blue coutse in bear'n, 
Golden bair'd son of the sky ? 
The west has opened her gates, 
The bed of thy repose is there, 
' The waves come to behold tby beauty : 
They lift their trembling beads, 
They see tbec lovely in thy &leep, 
They shrink away with fear. 
Rest in thy shadowy cave, O sun ! 
Let tby return be in joy. 



OirioH. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

Sir J. Stevemson. 
JrlBBB let's join in harmony, 
And sing in strains a roundelay. 
Now is the merry month of May, 

When hawthorn buds are blowing ; 
And ev'ry lad and lass is gay. 

With love and nature glowing. 
Hark the song in ev'ry grove, 
'Tis the genial voice of love ; 
See the bank of painted flowers, 
-Freshen'd by the golden showers. 
While sweetest odours load the gale. 
And love and harmony prevail ; 
All nature wears her loveliest smile, 
To win Ihee lady to our isle. 



k 



JB. B. C. Elq. 




Oh I By thcc from sounds tbat are fatally soft. 
That dew thy bright eye in tbe sad tear so ofl ; 
'Tis the Ocean King's hantl, Ihat now kisses the lyre, 
For maidens like thee, loye, lie glows with desire. 

Now delight, Ihricc reOncd^whirles rounci my poor heart, 
Dost thou see yon fair youth speeding o'er the blue wave ? 
No Ocean King he, si&ter, why then depart ? ' 
See, the features of love, and Ihe form of the brave. 



Sec lull'd are Ibe billows, 
Yon island of willows, 

Contains the dear maid of my Bonl ; 
To her then repair thee, 
She bade me to bear thee, 

UuhariDcd by the whirlpool or Gh« 



Oh youth ! should'st thou speak of no true love, betmfl 
Should thy words prove as light as the pinion of airj 
May the curse of wrong'd virtue embitter life everij 
May you seek foi Be(nM,'Uid discover it never !' " 



'Tis a pbantom tfaoa ffaresty « 
^Tis the wish of my dearest, 
Tb the truth that thoa bearcBi 
Come, come o'er the waire. 

Why changeth thy ressel, tk shapM like a shelly 
Why tarn thy gold tresfles to riqglets of greeit ; 

Why whistles the wind now, why springs tram the 9m!ll 
Of the ocean,tho8e white drops, say what may it mean t 

Wond^iest thou at roy crown of rashes^ 
Wond'rest thon why the water gashes ? 

WoaJBer n» ■ Mil t'; thon'it the Ocean King's bride^ 
Aad the tempest shall oeirer ; no, nerer subside. 

The rain descends, 
The lightnings flash, 
. The thunden loH, 
•The billows clash ; 
^ With bhcken'd skies, 
aiie sinks, she diea! 

£t. Finn. 



' 
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GLEE fw Four Voices. 

Rt. Cooks. 

If AD I bat the torrent's might, 

With headlong lage, and wild afiright ; 

On Delia's sqaadrons harl'd^ 

To rush and sweep them from the worU* . 

To Mona's vales, in glitt'ring row, . ir - ■ /t 

Twicfe ten hundred warriors go ; . . r.r.'\ . r^i 

Flnsh'd with mirth and hopje they buroi. . > ^ 

But ntee from Mona's vale return : 

Save I, the meanest of them aU, 

Who Ut^ to sing, and weep their &!!• > : ,j 

From a Poem called Monoy tratuUUed 
from Specimens ofilgideh Bmtir^^ 
by Mr. Evans. - .,.,/ i^M^x 






GLEE for Fhe Voices. 

.Or* Coou* 
I HATB been jroung, though now groim^ifei) 
Hardj in field, in battle bold. li 

I am you^g still, let who dares try; 
ril conquor or ii| combat die ; 
Whatever ye can do or teU, 
I, one day, did you both excel. 




Ik paper case, 

Hard by this place, 
Dead a poor dormouse lies ; 

And soon or late, 

Summon'd by fate, 
Each prince, each moaaTch dies. 

Ye sons of verse, 
While we rehearse, 
AUend instructive rhyme ; 
No Kins had Dot 
To answer for,— 
Rjtjfeat of your's la time. 



By a Child. 



GLEE for Five Voieei. 

■ Dr. Callcott. 
~Xh awfal pattse, while hcav'ii's revenge is iilow, 
■Jove but prepares to strike a fiercer blow ; 
That day shall come, that great avenging day, 
"When Troy's proud glories in the dust sball lay : 
AV hen Priam's power, and Priam's self, &hatl ikll, 
JVnd one prodigious ruin swallow ali. 
1 aee the go<!, already from the pole, 
fiare his red arm, and bid the thunder roll I 
I see th' eternal all his fury shed, 
Aiid shake his iE^is uu their guilty head I 



L 
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S. Webbs. 
Jt'Lt enjoy the present time, 

I'll be merry while I may ; . . . :; i - . , i * 
Love away youth's gentle primff, .... , ? j . ' - *; 



Eyet ^appy, ever gay. 



■■'* ■•1.'^ » 



• f 



Youth's the season made fbi^'loye, . . r .c'ji 

Love's the source of bliss below ; 
I'll the pleasing span improve, • , j.,,.^ ,{ 

Nor waste one precious hour U^yfotm ,,. . , .: // 

Too soon old age, with gloomy ca^ -. 

This sweet transporting scene destroys; . . . / 
And silvers o'er my wanton haij;,. , . ; . »..,,,;; 

Aiid r(4)8 me of those fleeting joys. . 



T 



jCATCH for Three Voices. 

Joan said io John^ whea beistc^t her.tfotfi^r di^ • \ 
IVay Johnletmeg0,yoiiliiiio«:l.«aMiioti8liiy^:^ i. i'i' 
irouaIwayftsatHflBiiieaod«fMime.lQt8l^ r A U 
But tite« dienoitawpe^for o6wijBMafl4.|iwaj}i.i'I r- • // 
Soshelefthiminipite«f:aUbf;fiOiildiflpi^.', un }.•./. 
Who then could s»]!<«9ugfat,ibat ptay^oai^yitttifliBlB^. 

' .. • r." •[.' t ( '. t •»»»" ■ ...f'M-l* 

.•' •-■ , "i; • .! I •; I -, t. ■' I I- I 

i "I I ' • I • 

•.;. i . ' '.t '•'.••:') ."li.-.i- i# . ; 



■ k 
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The Comforts of the Sbasoks. 
GLEEybr Four VQices. 

Dr. Arnold. , 
Jill Summer's cool shade bow dcli^hlful io git. 
In W inter, how social, when few friends are met ; 
In Autumn, ripe fruits our palates regale, 
Io Spring, we delight in the Uossom'd sweet rale- 
Each s(>ason has plenty and comrorts in store, 
Be content, and be happy, and wish for no more ; 
vox know, the best season to luiigh and to amg, 
I* Summer, is Winter, is Autumn, is Spring. 

The late Dr. Statileyt ( i 



GLEE for Three yoicn, ' 

(Dauulc Accomiianineat.) ' 

T. Attwood. 

Xir peace, love taiKi the shepherd's reed, 
In war, he mounts the warrior's steed ; 
In halls, in gny attire, is seen, 
In hamlets, danct^s on the green > 
Love rules (he coart, the camp, the grore, 
And men below, and saints above, 
f loye is beav'n, and hear'n is lore. 

n'alter Ssollf Esq, ' 




"■\ 
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GLEE for Three Voice*. 

Dr. CALLa 

JIt was a friar, of orders ^rey, 

Went forlh (o (ell bis bead* ; 
And be met wilb a lady fair, 

Clad in a pilgrim's weeds. 
Now heav'n thee snve, ttiou holy friar! 

I pray (bee tell to me, 
If ever at yon holy shrine, 

My true love thou didst see ? 
*' And bow should I know your true lore, 

" F'rom many another one ?" 

< O by his cockle hat and slaff, 

' And by his sandal shoone.' 
** O, lady ! he's dead and gone, 

*< And at bis beada green grass (urT, 
*' And at his heels a stone. 

" Weep no more lady, 

*' Tby sorrow is in vain, 
" For violets pinckt, the sweetest show*n 

*' Will ne'er make grow again : 
** Yet slay, feir lady, rest awhile, 

" Beneath yon cloysler wall, 
" See, through the hawthorn blows the cold win 

" And drizzly rain doth fall," 

< O atay me not, thou holy friar, 

* O slay me not, 1 pray ; 

< No drizzly rain that falls on me, 

* Can wash my fault away.' 

Shaktpa 
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CATCH /or l^ree Vaites. 

H. PURCBLL. 

Jack, thoa'rt a toper, Idfs have t'other quart^ 

Bing, we're so sober 'twere a shame to part; 

None bat a cuckold bolly'd by his wife, 

for coming late, fears a domestic strife ; 

I'm fifee, and so are you^ to call and knock. 

Knock boldlj, the watchman cries^ past two o'clock. 



r 



t 



. GLEE far Three Vaiees. 

R. J. S. Stevens* 

in that breast, so good so pore, 
^ ^Jompassion ever lov'd to dwell ; 
^^ the sorrows I endnre, 
Tf he canse I must nxA^ dare not tett. 

« grief that on my quiet preys, 
"That rends my heart, and checks my tongue ; 

will lust me all my days, 
JBut feel it will not last me long. 

Frwn the French^ bjf Sir John 
Moore f Bart. 




GhEE for Four Voices 

Rt. Cookb. 
In tbe mes* fragrant shade, 
Sipping sifcete a bee was laid; 
Little love who wanton- d Jroimdy. ' 

On bis finger felt a. woHihdr . 

■ 

Scar'd and pain'd he sobs and sight, 
And. to^^he&v's]; Venus Sies;. . 
I faint ! I die ! O saccour lend ! 
Or thy Cupid's at an end. 

Pierc'd by a serpent, hapless me ! 
"Which the ploughman calls a b^ ; 
Small he was, and bewaring wings, 
To the very heart he stings. 

Thjs the mischief you deplore ! 
Venus cry*d ; and how much molt 
Must the wretched bosom: pisoTe 
Tortured with the stings of love ? 



. « 



V. .; « 
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PllILLIDA AND CoRYDON. 

GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. Cooke.— Medalj 1773. 
In the meny month of May, 
In a mornc by breake of dayj 
Forth I walked by the wood-side. 
When, as May was in his pride, 
There I spied all alone, 
Phillidaand Corydon. 
Much adoo there was, God wot, 
He 'wouki love, and she would not* 
She said never roan was true, 
He said, none was false to yon ; 
He said, he had lovM her long. 
She said, love should have no wrong. 
(Corydon would kisse her then, 
She said, maides must kisse no mert, 
'I^iU thej did for good and all : 
'I'heti she made the sheapherd call 
AU the heavens to witnesse truth, 
Never lov'd a truer youth. 
Thus with many a pretty oath, 
'^ca and nay, and faith and troatb, 
Siich as silly sheapherds use, 
when they will not love abuse. 
l«ve, which had beene long deluded, 
^* as with kisses sweet concluded ; 
And Phillida, with garlands gay. 
Was* made the lady of the May. 

Nicholas Breton^ 1580. 



See <^ England's Helicon. 

* Crcmu'd. 

L 



99 
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GLEE for Tkree VoictB. 

W. Jackbok. 
And for Irve Voices. 

J. Danbt. 
Ik a yale clos'd with woodland, where grottoes abomid^ 
Where rivulets murmur, and echoes resound ;. 
I Yow'd to the muses my time and my cave, 
Since neither could win me the smiles of my fair- 
As freedom inspir'd me, I rang'd and I sung. 
And Daphne's dear name never fell from my toi^giia 
But if a smooth accent delighted my ear, 
I could wish unawares that my Daphne might hear. 

With fairest ideas my bosom I stor'd. 
To drive from my heart the fair nymph I ador'd ; 
But the more I with study my fancy refin'd,- 
The deeper impression she made on my mind* 

Ah ! whilst I the beauties of nature pursue, 
I still must my Daphne's fiiir image renew ; 
The graces have chosen with Daphne to rove, 
And the muses are all in alliance with love i 

SAoJbp 
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GLEE /or tive Voieei. 
R. J. S. Stbvbns.— Jtffda/, 1786» 

It was a lover, and his lass, 

With a hejr, and a ho ! and a hey nonino ! 
That o'er the green com fields did pass. 

In the spring time ; 
The pretty spring-time, when birds do sing 
Hej ! ding a ding, sweet lovers love the spring. 

And theiefiire take the present time, 

With a hey, and a ho ! and a hey nonino ! ' 

Now love is crowned with the prime, 
In the spring time ; 

The pretty spring time, when birds do sing 

Hey I ding a ding, sweet lovers love the spring. 

Shakspeare. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. Callcott. 
Im the lonely vale of streams abides the narrow soul ; 
Years roll on, seasons return, but he is still unknown : 
In a blast comes cloudy death, and lays his grey head 

low ; 
His ghost is folded in the vapour of the fenny field ; 
Its coarse is never on hiUs, nor mossy vales of wind. 

Osiiath 



L9 



\ 
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The Deserter's MEDiTATtoNs, ' 

GLEE for Four Voices. 

Harmonized by S. Harbisov* 
Xf sadly thinking, 
And spirits sinking, 
Could more than drinking 

Our griefs compose ; 
A cure for sorrow 
From care I'd borrow, 
And hope to-morrow 

Might end my woes. 

But since in wailing 
There's nought availing, 
And Death unfailing 

Will strike }iis blow ; 
Then for this reason, 
And for a season, 

Let us be merry before we go. , 

A way-worn ranger. 
To joy a stranger, 
Through ev'ry danger 

My course I've run ; 
Now Death befriending, 
His last aid lending, 
My griefs are ending. 

My woes arc gone# 
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No more a rover, 
Or hapless lover, 
Those cares are over, 

My cop runs low ; 
Thai for this reason, 
And for a season. 

Let OS be merry before we go. 

Rt. Hon. J. P. Curran. 



GLEE /or Three Voices. 

laELAND. — Prite^ Vlli. 

V oLLT Bacchus ! hear my pray'r ! 
Tengeance on th' nngratefal fair \ 
In thy smiling cordial bowl, 
Drown all the sorrows of my sonl ; 
Jolly Bacchns ! save I oh save ! 
From the deep devouring grave, 
A poor despairing, sighing swain. 

Haste, haste away. 

Lash thy tigers, do not stay, 

I'm undone if thou delay. 

If I view those eyes once more, 

I still shall love, and still adore. 

And be more wretched than before. 

SomerviU^. 



9 
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DUET. 

Tbatjbss. 
X, my dear, ^ras bom to^daj, 
So all my jollj comrades say ; 
They bring me music, wreaths, and mirtli^ 
And ask to celebrate my birth. 
Little, alas ! my comrades know, 
That I was bom to pain and woe ; 
To thy denial, to thy scorn. 
Better I had ne>r been bom : 
I wish to die, ey'n whilst I say^ 
I, my dear, was bom to-day, 

I, my dear, was born to-day. 
Shall I salute the rising ray ? 
Well-spring of all my joy and woe^ 
Clotilda, thou alone dost know* 
Shall the wreath surround my hair, 
Or shall the music please my ear ? 
Shall I, my comrades, mirth receive^ 
And bless my birth and wish to live} 
Then let me see great Venus chase, 
Imperious anger from thy &ce ; 
Then let me hear thee smiling say, 
Thou, my dear, wert bom to-day. 

Maii. Prior. 



7> 7 A 



X VOTt. to fCr, C 

The sqmirrri sc 'JOBBt 
There cndkbnc 
And k^>a«i/if 



iiiifc 



1 lore, ia 
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OriDuk,«t 
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redfareitf^iip 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

Wm, Horsley, M.B, 

JTn this fair vale eternal spring shall smile, 
And time unenvious crown each roseate hour ; 

Eternal joy shall every care beguile, 

Breathe in each gale and bloom in evVy flow'r* 

Unfading green shall these &ir groves adorn, 
Those living meads immortal flow'rs unfold ; 

In rosy smiles shall rise each bluahing mom, 
And ev'ry ev'ning close iii clouds of gold. 

The tender loves that watch thy slumbering lest^ 
And round thee jQow'rs and balmy myrtles-strew ; 

Shall charm thro' all approaching life thy breast, 
Witli joys for ever pure, for ever new, 

Langhome^s Visions of Fassey* 



MADRIGAL for Five Voices. 

Weelkbs. — 1608. 
In pride of May the fields were gay, 
The birds do sing fal la la. 
So Nature would that all things should. 
With joy begin the spring, fid la la. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Sir G. T. Smart. 
X LOVE to see, at carlj morn, 

The squirrel sit before my door, • 
Then crack his nuts, and hide his shells. 
And leap away io seek for more. 

-I lo?e, in hedge-row paths, io see 

The linnet glance from spray to spray ; 
r mark, at ev'ning's bahny close, 
The redbreast hop across my way. 



sure, when Nature^s fiee-bom train 
Approach, with song and gambol here; 
secret impulse bids them feel 
e fixytsteps of a friend are near. 

Roscoe. 



TRIO. 

T. Attwood. 
Tm liquid notes, 

As niisic floats ; 
Listen elves ! 

Tis the sound that charms the spheres ! 
Haste in dew-bells, hide yourselves, 
appears! 

John Rote. — Fairy Festival. 
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ODE 

To THE Marquis of WcLLiNGToiTy 

For Three Voices. 

S. Webbb^ Job. 

Inwreathe, invreathe the sacred bough. 
Crown with green oak the warrior's brow. 
Is the conqur'ing warrior crown'd ? 
Bid the loud harp his name resound ! 
Wake to full music all the strings, 
Warrior ! 'tis thy country sings. 
*Ti8 thy country thanks her son 
For all the glory thou hast won ; 
For the power thy arm bestows. 
For the vengeance on her foes. 
Of thee with joy shall matrons speak, 
Thy glance shall timid yiigins seek. 
The lips of age rehearse thy fame, 

a 

And infants lisp thy honoured name ; 
The air that fiuis tliy native vale 
Shall breathe of thee, in ev'ry gale : 
Long may'st thou, matchless Hero ! prove 
Heaven's plaudits, and thy country's love. 

Thomoi NMe^ E$q^ 



I 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 


■ 


■ ^^^ ^^^1 




GLEE /or Three yoicei. ^^M 




Hiirmoiiized b; W. Haves. ^^M 




I'lf wearing awn', John, - ^h^^^^^^I 




Like snaw wraith's in thaw, Juhn, ^^I^^^^H 


i*m 


wearing awa' to the land o'ihe l.eal ^^^^^^^^^1 




For there's nac sorrow there, John, ^^^^^^^H 




ThCTe'§ neither cauld nor carr, John, ' ^^^^^^^^| 


The day's a' fair i'ttie land o'the Leal. ^^^^^^^^M 


k 


dry your glist'ning e'c, John, ^^^^^^^H 


W ^^^^ 


My soiil langs to be free, John, ^^^^^^^H 


And angels beckon nic (o (he land o'Lbe L«al : ^^^^^^^^^ 




Ye hae' been leal and true, John, ^^^^^^H 




Your (ask is ended new, John, I^^^^^^^J 


Wr 


I'U welcome you to the land o'the Leal. <^^^^^H 


w 


Oar bonny baim is there, John, '^^^^^^^H 




She was bailh gQde and fair, John, '^^^^^^^^^| 


^U«, oh ] wc gnidg'd her sair to the UdcI o'lhc Leal i ^^^^^^| 




Bn( snrrows st^Il' Hies pasi, ^^^^^^^| 




^^^^^^H 


r^e 


joy that's ay' to last i'lhe land o'the Leal. ^^^^^^^M 


ft>- 


Then fare ye John, ^^^^^H 


^ 


car»< arc '^^^^^^1 


^»v^« 


:'el meet and ay' be fain I'ihe land o'the Left! : ^^^^^^^| 




For there's iiae sorrow .lohn, ^ ^^^^^^H 


*»»« 


There's neither cauld nor ciire, John, ^^^^^^^ 


: day'i ay' &ir i'the land o'lhc Leal. 1 


t 


Bvrtif. 1 


1 


■....J 
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AN ELEGY for Three Vaiees. 

T. JLiirLBY. 
In thousand (bf^uglits of love and thee. 
Restless I wake the ti*dioiu night. 
And wish the day ; 
As if the day could comfort bring 
As well as light. 



GLEE for lour Voices. 

Harmonised by Wm. Haw 
I^ this delicious, grateful flowV, 
Which blooms but for a little hour. 
Should to the sight as lovely be, 
As from its fragrance seems to me ; 
A sigh must then its colour show, 
For that's the softest joy 1 know ; 
And sure the rose is like a sigh, 
Bom just to soothe and then to die* 



My father, when our fortunes smil'd, ' 
With jewels deck'd his sightless child ; 
Their glittering worth the world might see. 
But ah ! they shed no sweets for me ; 
Still as the present faird to charm, 
The trickling drop bedew'd my arm. 
And sure the gem to me most dear, 
Was a kind father's pitying tear. 

JP. Reynolds. 
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John 

Frar jesr to 
And sDoa that i 

Will brin^ a$ to 
Bot let nae thai afiij^d 

OurhcSrts 
In inooceat 

John Andcrva bt 




John AndenoB mr Jol 
We\e clin^'d tk Ul ik 

And man J a^ caitfr daj. 
WeVehadviM 

m 

Now we mann tonrr dsvm. 

Bat hand in hand v^Ti 
And sleep th'iniher al i^ 

John Andenoa mr J& 



MAIHUGAL fmt 

I FOLLOW ! lo! the 
Proud of henelf that 
And fast awaj die flj^d^ 
In woods and gfOYe» 
Y^ cease I not 

her, 
^ill ran me oat of bmik tin I 
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GLEE for Five Voke$. 

W. HoasLEYi M.B, 
][ KNOW yoa false, I know you vain, 
Yet still I cannot break ray chain ; 
Though with those lips, so sweetly smiliogp 
Those eyes so bright, and so beguiling ; 
On every youth by turns you smile, 
And every youth by turns beguile : 
Yet still enchant and still deceive me, 
Do all things, fatal fair, but leave me. 

• 

Still let me in those sparkling eyes. 

Trace all your feelings as they rise ; 

Still from those lips in crimson swelling. 

Which seem of soft delight the dwelling, 

Catch tones of sweetness, which the soul 

Ifi fetters ever new controul ; 

Nor let my starts of passion grieve thee, 

Though death to stay, 'twere death to leave thee. 

Mrs. Opie. 



ROUND for Three Voices. 

BaTTISHILXm 

JL lov'd thee, beautiful and kind, 

And plighted an eternal vow ; 
So alter'd are thy face and mind, 

'Twere perjury to love thee now. 

lA^rd Clare. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

H. Spofpohth. 
is night, and I am alone, rorlorn, on the hill of 
^rnis. The wind is beard in (he mountain, and the J 
torrent rolb down the rock. No hut receives me froia | 
the rain, Ibrlom, on the hill otihe winds. — Rise, O moouj 
bora behind thy clouds, stars of the night appear I Lend. | 
me some light to the place, where my love rests from 
the (oil of the chace. — His bow near him unstrnng, hia 
<logs panting around him. But here must I sit alone, 
l>y the rock of the mossy stream ; and bear the winds 
War; nor can I hear the voice of my love, — no answer, \ 
balT drowu'd in the storm ! 



Jt*thepri« 



Oss 



GLEE for Four Voices. 



« the priie you mean to get. 
Season music well with wit ; 
Sense and harmony coinbin'd. 
Make a banquet for the mind : 
The prize obtain'd with me you'll hold, 

E< sterling gold. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Wm. HORSLET^I 

X9 donghtj deeds tny ladye please^ 

Right soone Til mount my sfeed ; 
And strong his arm, and fast his seat. 

That bean frae me the meed. 
1^11 ^ear thy cokmrs in my cap, 

Thy picture next my heart, 
And he that bends not to thine eyes. 

Shall me it to his smart. 
Then tell me how to woo thee, love^ 
For thy dear sake no care I'll take, 
Although another trow me. 

If gay attire thy fancy please, 

rU deck thee in array ; 
m tend thy chamber-door all night. 

And squfre thee all the day. 
If sweetest sounds can win thy ear. 

These sounds Fll strive to catch ; 
Thy voice I'll steal \xi woo thjrsell. 

That voice which none can match. 
Then tell me how to woo, &c. 

But if fond love thy heart can gain, 

I never broke a vow ; 
No maiden lays her skaith to me, 

I never lov'd but you. 
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For yon alone, I ride the ring, 

For you, I wear the blue ; 
FoT you alone, I strive to sing, 

tell me how to woo, &c. 

Marquis of Montrose, 1640. 



UADRIGAL for four Voices. 
' S. Wehbr, Jur 

^ FiEBCED the grove, and in the deepest gloom, 
oebeld sweet love ! of heavenly form and bloom ; 
^or bow nor quiver at his back were slung ; 
' ^*U1 harmless on (he neighbouring branches hung. 
1 On rose-buds pUlow lay the little child, 

■** glowing slumbers pleasetl and sleeping smiled ; 
"'hile, all around, the bees delighted sip, 
^ *^ fragrance of his smooth and balmy lip. 

»From the Greek Aulhologif^ 
by Malauger. 
GLEE for Five Voices. 
S, Wedbe, Jan. 
Hevek knew a sprightly fair that was not dear to me, 
°H«I freely I my heart could share with ev'ry one I sec j 
"• is not (his or that alone on whom my choice would fall, 
1 do not more incline to one than 1 incline to all. 
Thectrcle'sbonndinglinearcthey; its cenlreis my heart; "| 
My ready love the equal ray that flows to every part. 
Translated from the Arabian of Alionaljf, 
the Matkematitian, 
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ariog, bring the magic cup, and we 
VITill langh aqd spoi^ so meirily, 
Fllit all tbfl long, long joyous night, 
Onr heaits shall glow with Tick delight ! 



if thy purple stream should prove 
A spell my fiper sense to bind ; 
it can dim the flame of love, 
Or chill the source that wanns the mind ; 



reaadn, Bacchus, flies from thee^ 
^ scorn thy groy'ling slave to be : 
'^^M' will I share the loi^, loiig night, 
"^^••t fobs the soul of pure delight. 





GLEE for T%ree Voitts. 

8. Wbbbv. 
it night? would darkness iGriglit Qfi ? 

us drive dull thoughts away ; 
gay mirth and songs unite us, 
*TilI we see the rising day. 
^^y care, io the winds thjos I blow thee away, 
Vu diown thee in wine if thou daiest io slay. 
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GLEE for Three 

XiiGHTLY tread| 'tis hallow'd gromidy 
Hark, above, below, around, 
Fairy bands their vigik keep, 
While frail mortals sink io slecp^ 
And the moon with feeble rays. 
Gilds the brook that babbliitg plays ; 
As in murmurs soft it flows, 
Music sweet for bven' woes. 



GLEE for Three Kofeef • 

Dr. Coouu 

XiAWK as white as driven snow, 
Cyprus black as e'er wds crow ; 
Gloves as sweet as damask roses, 
Masks for fiices, and for noses. 
Bugle bracelets, necklace amber, 
Perfume for a lady's chamber ; 
Golden coi6 and stomachers 
For my lads'to give their dears. 
Pins, and shining toys of sted, 
What fliaids lack fh>m head to hee 
Come, buy of me, buy lads, buy, 
Come buy^ or else your lasses cry. 

Shdkspi 
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GLEE for Four Voicei. 

J. S. Smith.— Pmf, 1774. 
lovers fly, where pleasure's call 
Witb festive songs beguile the fleeting hour ; 
l^icad beaatjr thro' (he mazes of tiic ball, 

Or press her wanton in love's roseate bower. 

^o more I'll range tfa' eroparpled mead, 

Where shepherds pipe, ajid virgins dance around ; 
Nor wander thro' the woodbine's fragrant shade, 
To bear the music of the woods resound. 

But leagued with hopeless anguish and despair, 

Awhile in silence drop a Icar ; 
Then, with a long farewell to love and care. 

To kindred dust, my weary limbs resign. 



Will thoa, Monimia, shed a gracious (ear, 
On the cold grave where all my sorrows rest ; 

I ill Ibou strew fluwcrti, applaud my love sincere, 
And bkl the turf lie light upon ray breast ! 
GLEE for Three Voices. 

Dr. Wm. Hayes. 
J!jET Omnibus Wiccamicis in a bumper now go round, 
Vll ware our bonnets boys unto the ground. 
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GLEE /or Four Foiees. 

JLivb to-dajTi enjoj each UMsingi ' 

Taking what the gods have aent ; 
Time is ever on OS presting, 

Let no moment be misBpent : ■ 
Then fill the glass and fill the bowl^ 

May Bacchus still with love agree ; 
And let each Briton wann his soul 

With love, and vine, and libeity. . 



II 



GLEE far Ftmr Voieei. 

RT.OoOSBBb 

JLoYB and foUj were at play. 

Both too wanton to be wise ; 
They fell out, and in the firay, 

Folly put oat Cupid's eyes. 

Straight the eriminal was trydg - * 

And had this punishment assigned : 
Folly should to Love be ty'd, 

And condemn'd to lead the blind. 



A BAlXADBf OF WtKtM; 

H. CoNDELL. — PritCj 1811. 
XiOUD blowe the wyndoB wkh UoKtefiag Vraitii) 
And snows fall cold upon the heathy 

And hill and vale looke diear ; 
The torrents foam wUh hcadtong roaf i 
And trees their chilly loads deplore. 
And droppe the icy teat « 

The little birdes with.wiahfiill cje^ 
For almes unto my cottage flye, 

Sith they can boaste no hoarde ; 
Sharp in myne house the Pilgrims peep. 
But Robin will not distance keqie, 

S^peicheth on my boarde. 

Come in, ye little' minstrdbawete, 

And from your feathers shake the sleete. 

And warme your fireaEiag bloode; 
No cat shall touch a single plume, 
Come in sweet choir — ^najr-^-^l my. lootti^ , 

And fake of grain a treat 

Then flicker gay aboat my beam% 

And hoppe and doe what pleasant seeiHes, 

And be a joyfuU throng ; 
Till spring may cloathe the naked grove, 
Then go and build your nests, and loye, 

And thank me with a song* 

Peter Pindar^s Poem$^-^Tear$ and Smiles. 
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GLEE for Three Yokes. 

J. S. Smith. 
Ijet us, my Lesbia, live and love, 

Nor cast a moment's thought away ; 
Whether a peeyish world apptove, 
Or what they think, or what they say t 

The sun that sets shall rise again, 

But when our short-lir'd day is o'er ; 
One long eternal night must reign, 

A lasting sleep— to wake no more ! 

Let us then liye and love to-day. 
And kiss the fleeting hours awarf • 

/Vom CWfuflkr. 



MADRIGAL for Fhe Voices. 

T. MoRUCT.~15ft§. 
XiADT, these cherries plenty, 
Which grow on your lips^ dainty. 
E'er long will &de and languish ; 
That now while yet they last them, - 
O let me pull and taste them. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

Dr. Calloott. 
Ijonb dweller of the rock, whose echoes mouni 
So deeply with the sounds of va^e oomplaiiity 
The blessings of thy peaceful mansion sfnum, 
Or with thy portion learn to be content : 
An Nature's gifts are thine, on ocean's breast 
The silent moon with dewy lustre streams ; 
And soon as Phcebus brightens in the east. 
He lights thy chambers with his golden beams. 
To sa?e it from the stonn, with friendly care, 
Around thy mossy cave, the wild woods tow'r ; 
ChorisCers ! the choristers of air j 
Their grateful notes of adorati<m pour. 
Lone dweller of the rock, to murmur cease. 
The cell of solitude should harbour peace. 

Ronnie. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Di. CooKB. 
Ijono may lire my lorely Hetty, 



V^i^Always young, and always pretty. 



Dr. Johnson. 



1T2 

GLEE for Four Voices. 

R. Spofforth. 



Xi'apb e la seqpe spesso 
Suggon riflleaso umore ; 
Ma ralimento istesao 
Cangiando in lor si vm : 
Che' dcUa serpe in seno 
II fior si fa vdeno ; - 
In sen delF ape ii fiore 
Dolce liquor ti &• 



MeUuiuio 



Tbaiislation* 

The Bee and the Serpent often sip liqaidfiram tlie 

flower, bat the alinent (or tooA) itself changies m tbem^' 

for, ill the breastof the Serpent, the flower beeMMs poi^ 

son ; but, in the basom of the Bee, it beoooKS faonejr. ' 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Webbe, Jon. 
J^^BT India boast her plants, nor envy we, 
The weeping amber, and the balmy tree ; 
While by our oaks, the precioiu leads are bMEoe^ 
And realms coaananded, which those trees adorn. 

Pope^s Windsor Foresi. 



m 
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GLEE for Fmt r 

liADs and laaMSyhitiMr coBK, 
Here's the tabor, pipe, and dm r 
Hark ! the merrjr peal » gaj, 

'Tis Florella's weddings ^J ; 
Nimbly trip it, swiA adfaDoe, 
Ifingk in the q^ngfaCly 



DUET. 

XiOYB in thine cyciftrcfcr plays, 
He in thy siowy boMm gbmyt ; 
He makes thy rosy Iqps fca 
And walks the ■iaaes cf Ihy 
Love dwdb in ev'iy onhnud 
Bat, ah! he ne^er fonck'd Iky 



W«.X 



» 



HofW diffeient is my fiiie firoM thi 
No outwaid marks of hifr aie 
My brow is dooded by deqaur. 
And grief, love's bitter fii^ is Ihetr ; 
Bat deep within my gkmajg 
He reigns, and roles witkoat 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Harmonized by Mr. Gbeatorex. 

X4BT not rage, thy bosom firii^^ 

Pity's softer claim remove ; 
Spare a heart that's just expiring, 

Forc'd by duty, rack'd by loye« 

Each ungentle thought suspending, 

Judge of mine, by thy soft breast ; 
Nor with rancour, never ending. 

Heap fresh sorrows'on th' opprest* 

Heaven, that every joy has crost. 

Ne'er my wretched fate can mead ; 
I, alas ! at once have lost. 
Father, brother, lover, friend* 

Air from Artaxerxes. — TransUUed bjf Dr. Amey 
from Metastasio. 



CANNON for Four Voices. 

Dr. Hates* 
Ijbt's drink and let's sing together, j^\ 

In spite of wind or weather ; * 

For here true joy is found. 
So let the toast go round : 
C!ome, here's to all honest men ! 
Fill up your glasses, drink fair, or drink again. 
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TERZETTO for Three Voices. 

m 

Mozart. 

IiA mia Doratella capace non e 

Fedel quanto bella il cielo la fe 

La mm Fiordiligi tradinni non sa 

Ugnale in lei credo coetanza e beUa, 

Ho i crini gia griga, ex cathedra parlo 

Ma teli litigi finiscano qn&i 

Nd detto ci ayete che infide esser ponno 

PktMrar eel dovete sa avete onesta 

Tai im>Te laseiamo 

M'ft n6 le Yogliamo 

O fiiori la Spada rompiam Famisti. 

O paao desire cercar di sooprire 

^nx\ pial che trovato. 

Heschini ci fk. 

Sol yivo mi tocca chi lascia sorttie 

XTn acoento che iorio le fit 

£ Yoi ridete ? certo ridiamo 

Ma cosa ayete? gia lo Sapiamo. 

Sidete Piano parlate in yano 

Se yi sentinsiro se yi scoprissero 

8i gnasierebbe tutto Taffiur 

JUi che dal ridere Talma diyidero 

Ah che le Yiscere sento Scopiar 

Mi fa dit ridere questo lor ridere 

Ma so che in piangeie dee terminar* 

Mdpsiasio. 



176 

GLEE for Three Voitei. 

Dr. Wainwright. 
Juifb's a bumper, fill'd by fiifte^ 
Let us guests enjoy the treat ; « 

Nor like silly mortals pass, i 

Life's as 'twere bat half a glass* 

r 

Let this scene with joy be crown'd^ 
Let the glee and catch go round ; 
All the sweets of life combine, 
Mirth and music, love and wine. 



GLEE for Four Yokes. 

IjATelt on yonder swelling bush. 

Big with many a coming rose, ^ 
This early bud began to blush| 

And did but half itself disdoee. 
I pluck'd, tho' no better grown^ 
And now you see how full 'tis blown. 

Still as I did the leaves inspjiD, 
With such a purple light it shone, 

As if they had been made of fire ; 
And spreading, so wou'd flame anoik 
All that was meant by air or sun, 
To that young flower my breath has done. 

WaOer. 
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GLEE for FHe Voicn. 

W.HORSLET, M.B. 

-_^o ! on yon long resounding shore, 

Where llie rock tollers o'er tLe headlong deep ; 
~What phantoms batli'd in infant gore, 
Stand mutt'ring o'er the dizzy steep ! 
Their murmur shakes the zephyr's wing, 
The storm obeys flieir pow'rful spell, 

tSee from his gloomy cell 
Fierce winter starts ; his scowling eye 
filots the fair manlle of the breathing spring, 

And low'rs along the milled sky : 
To the deep vault the yelling harpies run, 

Its yawning mouth receives Ih' infernal crew. 
Dim thro' the black gloom winks the glimm'ring sun, 
And the pale furnace gleams with brimstone bine ; 
*lell howls, and fiends that join ihe dire acclaim, 
'^ancc on the bubbling tide, and point the livid flame. 
Ogilvie's Odes. 



GLEE Jhr Four Voices. 

-fljET the sparkling wine go round, 
-^^ml the praise of Bacchus sound : 
"X^enuB with her darling boy, 
"{urs'd the rosy infaul joy. 
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DUET. 

XiET Rubinclli chum the ear> 
And sing as erst with voice divine ; 

To Carbonelli I adhere, 

Instead of music, give me wine. 

And yet, perhaps, with wine combia'd, 
Sweet music wou'd our joys improve ; 

Let both (ogethei then be join'd, 
And feast we, as the gods above I 

Anacreon like, we'll sit and quaff, 
Old age and wrinkles I'll despise ; 

Devote the present hours to laugh. 
And learn, to-morrow, to be wise. 



MADRIGAL for Six Voices. 

WlLBYE, 1598. 
JLadv, when I behold the roses sprouting, 

Which, clad in damask mantles, deck the arbours; 
And then behold your lips, where sweet love haiboun, 
Mine eyes present mc with a double doubting ; 
For viewing both alike, hardly my mind supposes. 
Whether the roses be your lips, 9r jqui lips the rosea i 
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GLEE /or Four Voiet$. 

Wm. Rock. 
X1AWLB88 o'er the yielding wire, 
Wild as with their father's lyre ; 
When the sons of ]Eo\ play, 
Let the trembling fingers stray. 

Gi?e to fireedom fair the strain, 
Freedom unallied to pain r 
Wreath the laurel, mjrrtle, vine. 
Hail to music, love, and wine 1 



MOTET for Four Voices. 

Dr. Tte», 1553. 
XiAUDATE nomen Domini, yos Senri Domini : 
Ah orta soils usque ad occasum ejus, 
Decieta Dei justa sunt, et cor exhilarant. 
f<aodate Deum, Prmcipes, et omnes populi. 

Rev. O. ffeaihcote. 



• Dr. Chrittoplier Tje, GentlelinLii of the Cbspel KojbI t^ KiSf 

thsVHkytiBBtlatedthtantftMRtecn obapten of the Acts off 

ApfWdw into Engliih metre, which he afterwardi let to music. 

^l&s siiq^nlar wotIl was published A.D. 1S53; the Latin words, as 

aibore, were adapted to a part of it by the Ktw, Gilbert Heathcote, 

VaOow of Winchester CoUese. 

Sit Dr. Bwme^t Pof* 1 \* ^•^' ^^h ^"^ 
JDr. B9if€^9 Cbiketim 9fJnthm$, 
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GLEE far JFbur Foices. 

Dn Calloott. 

Ajoyely seems the moon's fidr Imtre 

To the lost benighted swain, 
^h^n all sQvVy bright she rises, ^ 

Gilding mountain^ grove, and plain • 

Lovely seems the sun's fnll gloiy 

To the fainting seaman's eyes, ' 
When some horrid storm dispersing. 

O'er the wave his radiance flies. 

Moorish BaUad. 



MADRIGAL for Fhe 

T. LiiTLvr. 

JLet me, careless and unthoughtfnl lying, 
Hear the soft winds above me flying, 

With all the wanton boughs dispute ; 
And the more tuneful birds replying. 
Till my Delia, with her heav'nly song. 
Silence the wanton boughs, and biidi that sing" anuNif • 

CowUg^i 






I • ■ ■ 




GLEE for Three Voices. . 

L. Attebddht,*™^ 
Xjat that sullen garland bj thee, 

Keep it for th' Elizian shade ; 
Take fty wreath of lusty ivy, 
Not of that fond myrtle made. 



"^Vhen I see thy soul descending, 

To that cold unfertile plain ; 
VDf sad fools the lake attending, 

Thou sbalt wear the crown again. 



Sadness may some pity move, 
Vfirth and courage conquer love. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 
S 

_iMr pocket's low, and taxes high, 
Ah ! 1 could sit nie down and cry ; 
But why despair '. Ihe times may mend : 
Out loyalty shall us befriend. 

God save the Kiag. 



Propitious Fortune yet may smile 
On fair Britannia's sea girt isle ; 
Then Poverty shall take her flight, 
And we will sing by day and night, 

God save the King. 




^"•'.«i';!,«V-*^»°" 



,'dat*« 



jUcM'* 



ck"'**::!."-!"' 






Bot 1>« 



\eda 
llcbec»" 



It'vb^e 



Sien^y' 



oeoW' 



W*»'*^;°I*tf»ke, 



»»«»■■> 



\ong<='' 









1o s«eW ^"'^ 



J 
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GLEE /or Four ITcica. 

"^^^-•■.Y feir, ye swaias, is gone astrajr, 
"*- t»e little wand'rer lost her way 
■*-■* gathering flon'rs the otbcr day; 

Poor Phillis, poor lovely Philits.' 
"^^fc ! lead her home, ye gentle swains, 
^^Vlio koow an absent lover's pains, 
^Jid bring me safely o'er the plains, 
My PhUIU, my lovely Phillis. 

TThe nymph, whose person, void of art, 
^as every grace in every part, 
"With killing eyes, yet harmless heart, 

Is Phillis, my lovely Phillii. 
Her teeth are like an iv'ry row, 
Her skin is like the clearest snow, 
Ucr face hke nothing, that I know, 

My Phillis, my lovely Phillis, 



But rest my soni, and bless your fate ; 
The Gods, who formed a girl so neat, 
So just, exact, and so complete, 

As Phillis, my lovely Phillis ; 

Troud of the hit, in such a flow'r, 

Which so exemplifies their pow'r, 

"Will guard, in every dangerous hour, 

1^^ My Phillis, my lovely PhUUs. 



Old Ballad. 



1S5 



lUrccd. 



CaoKi 



:, airreed : 
ri-juice 1 



AUL 



rirtio die. ib:*&: wt siz 
li'sht'niro? mad dnoii "jDjiiiaar 



>tubboni Fockft 
fill the world wiiii iranisr. 
Whai &hozijd ▼? d* f 



RejcMos — WT ftSfeO&id 



n winds md v>t« wn 
bqnakfs the ryjajaimm 
monarchs die despikr-nir. 
AVhat sboold ve lin f 



Rejoice — wt dKnld r^moc 



i hare a daaoe mpom the 
gain more life by Dwncmk 
Kimes like brinded cfi* ve 
ing no music but oai mev. 
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Music in Macbeth. 

LOCKB. 

♦ First milch. 

Sbbak, sister^ speak ; is the deed done ? 

Second WUch* 

i^"g agOf J^g aa:<^ 

Above tivelve glasses since have run : 

111 deeds are seldom slow, 
Or single ; but follow'ng crimes, on foimer wak; 
The worst of creatures fittest propagate. . , 

First Witch. 
Many more murders must this one ensue, 

Dread horrors still abound 

In ev'ry place around 

As if in death were found 
Propagation new. 

He shall, he will. 

He must sfHll 

Much more blood. 
And become worse, to make his title good* 

Chobus. 
He shall, he will. 

He must spill 
Much more blood. 
And become worse, to make his title good 

First Witch. 
Now let's dance. 



l«5 . 

SecMd WUch. 
Agreed, agreed. 

Choeus. 
Agreed, agreed : 
should rejoice when good kings bleed* 



Air. 
^m^hen cattle die, about we go : 
"When lightening and dread thunder 
Send stubborn rocks asunder, 
And fill the world with wonder, 
What should we do ? 

Chorus. 
Rejoice — we should rejoice. 

Air. 
When winds and waves are warring. 
Earthquakes the mountains tearing. 
And monarchs die despairing. 
What should we do ? 

Chorus. 
Rejoice — ^we should rejoice. 

Air. 
'MjtS^ have a dance upon the heath, 
"^IVe gain more life by Duncan's death, 
Sometimes like brinded cats we shew, 
Kaving no music but our mew, 
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To which we dance in aomebld milly 
Upon the hopper, stone, or wheel ; 
To some old saw, or bardish rhyme, 
Where still the mill-dack does keep time : 



abotit a hollow tree, 
Around, around, around, dance we ; 
And thither the chirping crickets come. 
And beetles sing in drowsj hum ; 

Sometimes we dance o'er ferns or fune. 
To howls of wolves, or barks of curs : 
Or if with none of these we meet, 
We dance to th' echoes of our ftei. 

CHonvs* 
At the night-raven's dismal voice, 
When others tremble we rejoice. 
And nimbly, nimbly dance we still. 
To th' echoes fiom the hollow hilL 

Recitativb« 
First Witch. 
Hecate, Hecate, come away ! 

Hecate. 
Hark i hark i I'm caU'd. 

AlA. 

. Hecaie^ 
My little merry airy spirit, see ! 
Sits in a foggy cloud and waits for me. 
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R B C I T A T I T B. 

First Witch. 
:e! Hecate! 



AlB. 

Heeat€» 
TXhj chirping voice I hear, 
So pleasing to ray ear, 
Jkt which I haste awaj, ' 
IVith an the speed I maj. 

Recitative. 
Hecate and fFitcheSs 
Where's Pnckle ? 

Third JVUch. 
Here! 

Hecate. 
Where's Stradling ! 

Second Witch. 
Here! 

lirH Witch. 
And Hopper too, 
And Hellway too, 
We want but you ! 

Chorus. 
Come away, come away. 
Make up the account. 



Ids 

Rbcitatiyb* 
With ncw-fidrn dew, 
From church-yard yew, 

I will but 'noint, 

And then I'll mount, 
Now Fm furnished for mj fliglit. 

Air and Choaus. 
Now we go, now, now we fly, 
Malkin^ my sweet spirit and I : 
O what a dainty pleasure is this ! 
To sail in the air, 
When the moon shines (air, 
To sing, to dance, to toy and kiss : 
Over woods, high rocks, and mountains, 
Over hills, and misty fountains. 
Over steeples, towns, and turrets. 
We fly by night, 'mongst troops of qpiiits. 

Chorus. 
Round, around, around about ; 
All ill come running in. 
All good keep out. 

Recitative. 
First WUch. 
Here's the blood of a bat ! 

Hecate. 
Pot in that— put in that i 
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first Wiich. 
Kiere'8 linid's brain i 

Hecaie. 
*at in a giain ! 

First Witch. 
t^B jaice of toad ; here's oil of adder, 
"Which will make the charm grow madder. 

QUARTETTO* 

Put in all these, 'twill raise the stench. 

Recitative. 
Hecate. 
Hold ! here's three ounces of a red-hair'd wench I 

Chorus. 
Round, around, around about : 
All iU come running in. 
All good, keep out. 

Shakspeare. 



GLEE for U^ree Voices. 

. S. Wbbeb. 
Affs Bacchus fires, he swells each vein. 
Gay odours charm mj raptur'd brain ; 
Beauty forbids her slave to sigh, 
And ril be mad, stark mad with joy . 
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GLEE for Five Voices. 

H. Spotfobth. 
Sir dear Mtsdess had r heart, 

Soft as those kind looks she gave me ; 
Wlieti with love's resistless art, 

And her eyes she did enslave me. 
But her conslancy's so weak, 

She's so wild and apt to wander ; 
That my jealous heart would breaks 

Should we lire one day asunder. 

Melting joys about her move, 

Killing pleasures, woundtug blisses ; 
She can dress her eyes in Iotc, 

And her lips can arm with kisses. 
Angels listen when she speaks, 

She's my delight, all mankind's wonder ; 
But my jealous heart would break. 

Should we live one day asunder. 

Earl of Rochester^ 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

W. Knttb* 

!M[urder ! I wish to my heart I was dead, 

My wife has sure broken my head ; 

She last night in a rage began, 

To bang me with the warming pan ; 

And what was worse than all, good lack^ > *^ '^4 

The pan was hot, and burnt my back. 
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GLEE for Four Voket. 

W. Shield. 
^DJ[t mother had a maid call'd Barbara ; 
tShc was in love, and he she lor'd pror'd fklaej 
.^jiil did forsake her. 

^he had a song of willow, an old song 'tfras ; 
^But it express'd her fortune, and she died 
Siogiag it. — That song to-night will not 
4io from my mind ; I've much ado, not to 
Co bang my head all a'one side, 
Jknd sing it like poor Barbara. 

^H Epitaph dm the late Rbt. Mb. Allott. 

^B GLEE for Four Fotces. 

^^m" Dr. Cooke. 

^HaoKK with the love than the fear of God, 
Thii vale of sorrow cheerfully he trod ; 
So tuned (o harmony, and hating strife, 
From youth to age unclouded was his life : 
Nought cou'd his earthly virtuous joys increase, 
But lieav'nly song and everlasting peace. 

David Garrick. 
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GLEE foT Four Voicei. 

Dr. Arne. — Prize, 1761 
Make haste lo meet the gen'rous wine, 
Whose piercing is for thee delay'd ; 
The rosy wreath is ready made. 
And artful hands prepare, 
The fragrant oil that shall perfume thy hair. 
Fresh roses here, with myrtle twine, 
Like Daphne all is fair and sweet ; 
But simple all, without deceit, 

My wine from art is free. 
Which never woman was, 
Nor e'er will be, 
Whrn nectar sparkles from afar. 

And the free-hearted friend cries, come away ; 
Make hast, resign thy bus'ncss and thy care, 

No mortal inl'rest can be worth Ihy stny. 
Here Mirth resides, here Bacchus' rites are due. 
Come, drink till ev'ry tajjcr shines like two ; 
Till whining love in bumpers deep be drown'd, 
And all things, like the circling glass, go round. 

Dr. Arne. 



CKTCH for Three Voices. 

Mil. Speaker! though 'tis late, 
I must lengthen the debalc. 
Question — Order — hear liim, hear 1 
Pray support, support the chair ! 
Sir, I shall name you, if you stir. 
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. GLEE for Three Voice$. 

Dr. Callcott, 
•AIahk the merry eWes o^ fairy land^ 
In the cold moon^s gleany glance, 
They with shadowy merry daiux ; 
Soft music dies along the desert land. 
Soon at peep of cool-«y'd day ; 
^CHHi the numVoos lights decay : 
^'^^Trily, now merrily, 

the dewy moon they fly. 




1? 





GLEE for Three Voices. 

S. Webbb. 

will you do as the fkf our 
join in a catch ? Sir, Til do my endearoar : 
be sore IVe a cold — ^but TU still do my best ; 
I know your intention, FlI join with the lesl. 
the smiles of the company thus e?er cheer ns, 
we all give pleasuiie to those who may hear us. 

S. Webbe. 
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GLEE For Three Fdees. 

Dr. CaIiLcott* 

BCt ships to fair Sicilia's coast, * 

Have rowM their rapid way ; 
While in their van my well-mami'd barqaey 

Spread wide her streamers gay : 
Arm'd at the hebn myself a host, 

I seem'd in glory's orb to moTe.' 
Ah ! Harold, check thy empty boast, 

A Russian maiden scorns thy lore. 

Rough was the sea, and rude the wind, 

And scanty were my crew ; 
Billows on billows o*er our deck, 

With frothy fury flew : 
Deep in the hold the waves were lost, 

Back to their bed each wave we drove . 

Caohvs. 
Ah! Hardd, &c. 

i 

What feat of hardihood so bold,. 

But Harold wots it well ; 
I curb the steed, I stem the flood^ 

I flght with fidchion fell ; 
The oar I ply from coast to coast, 

On ice with flying scates I fly. ^ 

Chorus. 
Ah! Harold, &c. 
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Can she deny, the blocmung maidy 

(And she has beard the tale,) 
When to the south my troops 1 led, ; 

The fortress to assail ; 
How, while my prowess thiaM the hoiC, 

Fame bade the world each deed appioye \ 
Ah ! Harold, check thy empty boast, 

A Russian maiden scorns thy love. 

Wm. Mown. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

S. Webbb. 

Jfl.usic's the lai^^uage of the Uesi aboTe, 

Ho Toioe but Music's can express 

The joys that happy soak po«ess ; 
Nor, in just raptures, tell the wond'ious poVr of lore. 

'Tis Nature's dialect, desiipi'd 

To charm and to instruct the mind. 
Music's an universal good. 

That does dispense its joys aiouBd, 

In all the elegance of sound ; 
To be bj men admir'd, by aogds uiidttitood. 

C^mgrei^e. 



09 
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GLEE, for Four Voka. 

S. Wb 

]M!at our heroes, &r and near, 
Dreadful \jo our fi>e8 appear i 
May the British flag unfurrdi 
Bid defiance to the world ! 
M&y our arms our foes destroy ; 
And reirtore us peace and joy • 
God save the King. 



Wa^he. 



GhEE for Fine VektB. 

J. Dajkuy. ^'-'JPrixe^ 17SB. 
IMusic hqs pow'r to melt the souli 

By beauty, Nature's swajr'd ; 
Each can the universe oontnml, 
Without the other's aid. 

But here together boUiiq^pear, 

And force united try ;: 
Music enchants tlie list'ning ear, 

And beauty charms the eye. 

What cruelty these powers to join, 

Such transports, who can bear f 
Oh ! let the sound be less divine ; 

On; look the nymph less fiur. 
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GLEE /or Four Foices. 

Dr. Hates.— Pmf, 1763. 
JcIbIiTIKO airs soft joys inspire, 
Aifs for drooping hope to hear ; 
Melting as a lover's pray'r, 
Jojrs to flatter dull despafar. 
And softly soothe the am'rous fire* 

t/« Hyghesy Esq* 



GLEE far Four Koices. 

JMLt Phillida, adieu ! love, for evermore farewell ! 
Ah, me! I've lost my inielovle,aInd thus I ring hiA knell: 
Ding dong, ding dong, my PhilUdA i$ dead, 
ril stick a branch, of willov at my 6ir PUUis' hmi* 

« 

A garland shall be fram'd by art and nature's skilly 
Of sandry colour'd floVrs, in token of good-will ; 
Instead of Surest flow'ri, set forth wMh curious art| 
Her image shall be painted on my distressed heart. 

D\pg dimgy &c. 

SAakspeare* 
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The Wish. 
GLEE for Four Voices. 

W. HoasLBT, M.B. 

I^iNE be a cot, beside a bill, 

A bee-hive's hum shall sooth my ear ; 
A willowy brook that tuftis a ipill, 

With many a fiiU shall linger near. 

The swaUow oft beneath my thatch, 

Shall twitter from her clay-built nest ; ' - 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch, 
And share my meal, a welcome guest. 

Around my iyy'd porch shall spring, 

Each fragrant flow'r that drinks the dew ( 
And Lacy, at her wheel j shall sing, 
In russet gown and apron blue. 

The village church, among the trees. 
Where first our marriage vows were giv'n i 

With merry peal shall swell thebreese^ 
And pointy with tapei spire, to heav'n. 

Rogers. 
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Ods I. 
GLEE /or Five Vaiees. 

Dr. CROTCH. 

OVA on Snowdon calk ; 
r, thou king of mountains, hear f 
if she speaks from all her strings ; 
Barky the loudest echo rings ; 
King of mountains, bend thine ear : 
Send thy spirits, send them soon ; 
Now when midnight, and the dkxhi^ / 

Meet upon the front of snow : 
See, their gold and ebon rod. 
Where the sober sisters nod, 
And greet in whispers sage and slow. 
Snowdon, mark ! 'tis Magic's hour ; 
Now the mutter'd spell hath pow'r ; 
Pow'r to rend thy ribs of rock, 
And burst thy base with thunder's shock ; 
Bat to thee, no ruder spell 
Shall Mona use, than those that dwell 
In music's secret cells, and lie, 
Steqji'd in streams of haimoDy. 

Masan^i Caractacu^. 



SOS 



ODE for Four Voices. 

S. G ROOM DRIDOE.— 1803. 

"IMTr, Cokductob, if you please 

" To give us catches, songs, or glees ; 

*• And let your notes allcrnatc pass 

*' In cheerful concord with the glass." 

" Sir, we are re^y at your call, 

*' Myself, my friends, both one and all." 

** Here, Murray, bring the index liither, 

*' And we'll in chorus sing together :" 

" But first let's celebrate, in songs of mirth, 

** Th' auspicious day which to this club gave biitli." 

Unto our founders now our altar raise, 

In grateful notes and tributary lays ; 

Whilst we conGrm and fix this high decree, 

Perprtua eslo shall our motto be. 

Sweet harmony our founders did inspire. 

The Muses sang, Apollo tuned the lyre ; 

In unison consent this club they framed, 

Here Concord, Friendship, mutually reigned. 

To us they have consign'd their treasure great, 

May we their bright example imitate ! 

Nor suffer Discord e'er to enter here, 

Nor rudfi dissentient voice to interfere ! 

So shall we still preserve our charter pure. 

And may this club to future age endure ! 

S. Groomhrid^ 

President. — S. Groombridge, Esq. 

Co»ductor.~~S. Webbe, Sen. 

Messenger la the Qub. — James Murray. 
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Hence, Lust I with sly uneven mien, 
That thro* the twilight creeps unseen : 
Hence, Vice ! aFoid this arching grove. 
Pollution follows where you move : . 
Hence ! nor near the spot be finind ; 
Hence! avaunt! 'tis holy ground ! 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

3. S. Smith* 
JMiDST silent shades and purling streams, 
7he God of Love supinely dreams ; 
rosy and fimtastic chains, 
e leads deluded maids and swains* 
ut, if the trumpet's loud alarms 
^MX us to deeds of manly arras ; 
JKoub'd from his downy bed he cuts the yieUiDg air, 
Scar'-d at the noble noise and thunder of the war« 

Mughii. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

R. J. S« Stjbvsms and B. Spoff orth. 
JM[ark'd you her eye, of heav'nly Uoe I 
Hark'd you her cheek, of roseate hue I 
That eye, in liquid circles moving— 
That cheek, abash'd at man's approving.^* 
The one love's arrows darting round — 
The other blushing at the wound. 

JR« B. Skeridmt. 






ao4 

GLEE for Thre€ V(^e$, 

S. Wbbbb Pnze^ 1790. 

P^ ON fide al mar cbe frenvey 

La teraeraria prora, 
Chi si scolora e teme, \ 

Sol quando vede il mar : 
Non si cimenti in Campo, 
Chi trema al suoop e i^ lampo ; 
D'una guerriera tromba 
D'an bellicoso acciar. 

M€Ha9t§9kK 





GLEE for Four Foices. 

Rt. Cooke. 
No riches from his scanty store 

My iover could impart ; 
He ga^e a boon 1 valuM nMNre-« 
He gave me all his heart! , 

Bot now for me, in sealth of gain. 

From shore to shore be flies ; 
Why wander riches to obtain, 

When Hove is. all I prise ? 

Helen Maria WilUams. 
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6LEB for Four Voices. 

Dr. CooKB. 
Pi TMPH oyer thee, sweet, fair, and yovaig^ 

Each bosom yields a sigh ; 
Apphnses flow from eyery tongue, 
And tears from ey*ry eye. 

Still lives, and ever shall, thy iame, 

Thy beauty only died ; 
Eoyy has little to proclwn, 

Nor flattery to hide. 

Supposed to be written bjf Lord Sundwiek* 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Rt« Cooke* 

Pv ow the winds whistle, and the tempest roars, 
Now foaming lash the sounding shores ; 
Severe the storms, when ^hudd'ring winter binds ' 
The earth, but winter yields to vernal winds. 
O love ! thy rigour my whole life deforms, 
Hore cold than winter, thbfe severe than storms : 
Sweet is the spring, and gay the summer hours. 
When balmy odours breathe from painted flowers ; 
But neither sweet the spring, nor iiummer gay, 
'When she I love, my fiur one^ is away. 

Broom. 



w J-tmr finrt: 
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Mat MoKsnro. 

GLEE /or fhe Vaiea. 

Geetillb. — Pmtj I7B7. 
Set also by Dr. Cooke and G. B 

^^ow the bright momiiig star, day's haitM^gcr, 
Comes dancing from the east, and leads with 
The flow'ry May ; who, fram her green l^i^ 
The yellow covrsUp and the pale primraae^ 




GLEEybr Fomr FaietM. 
S. Weui 
P^ow Fm prepared to meet Ih' 
This is Che hoar the hxpffj 
WekxNne this kind ideate fioai 
What can to social joys oonqMre? 
With wine and songs the jonal night dhaD 
Till morning darts its rays into ny glnss ; 
When wine-crown'd Baccbos leads the way. 
What can his votaries disany ? 

s. wake 



209 ^ 

MADRIGAL far Five Voices. . 

T. MoRLBr. 
^Wow is the month of maying^ 
"^Vhen merry lads are playing. 

Fa, la, la. 

JEach with his bonny lass, 
Ji dancing on the grass. 

Fa, la, la. 

The spring clad all in ghidnesse. 
Doth laugh at Winter's sadnesse. 

Fa, la, la. 



And to the bagpipes sound. 
The Nimphs tread out their ground. 

Fa, la, la. 

Fye then, why sit wee musing, 
Youth's sweet delight refusing. 
^^ Fa, la, la. 

Say daintie Nimphs, and speake, 
Shall we play barly breake. 

Fa, la, la. 
See Marley'i Publicaiionj 1595. 



» I 
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BIADRIGAL far Fm Vckts. . 

T. MoELir. 

iVov is tbe month of maying^ 
When merrjr lads are playing. 

Fa, la, la. 

Each with his bonny lass, 
A dancing on the grass. 

Fa, la, la. 

The spring clad all in ghdnesse, 
I^ hn^ at Winter's sadnesse. 

Fa,la,la. 



^tofliebagpqies 
^NinyhstraKl 



Fa,la,k. 



^^fkaywbysttwce 
^^'^'sswcrtddigkt 






Fa,li, 



r-LK 
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GLEE for Four Vakc$. 

R. J. S. Stevens. 
P^ow the hungry lions roar, 

And howling wolves behold ttie mooii ; 
Now the heavy ploughmen SQinre, 
All with weary task foregone. - 

Now the brands of fire do glow^ 
While the screechrowl, sereeching loud, 

Puts the wretch that lies in woe ; 
In remembrance of a tluNMld* 

Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, are gaping wide, 
Ev'ry one lets forth his spright ; 

In the church-way paths to gUd<s. . 

And we fairies that do run. 

By the triple hecate's team, 
From the presence of the sun ; 

Following darkness as a dmun* 

Shdkspeart. 



• 
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GLEE /or ¥m Ymk 

Dfc. 
O Yenvs! Rcgina CnidB, FipUqw, 
Sperne dOectam C jpioo, d 
Thure te nmUo Glyeene 

TiBDsfer in asdeBi. 
Fervidus tecum Poer, & nlnlis 
Gratis zoiii% propaeoiq 
£t pamm oomiB fine te Jurcttlai, 

Mercnrinsqne. 



GLEE /or lice Vt 

R.J.S. 

Obpheus with his late made lim, 
And the mountain tops thai 
JBow thenudTes, when be did 
To his mnsic, plants, and 
Eyer sprang, as son and showcn ; 
There had made a huting sprinig. 
Eyery thing that heard him phy, 
Eyeif the billows of the wtsk ; 
Hung their head's and then hy bj. 
In sweet mnsic is snch ait. 
Killing care and grief of beait ; 
Fall asleep or hearing die. 

SAdbpe«rc. 
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MADRIGAL for Four Voices. 

W. HOBSLET, M. B. 

^YMPH of the forest ! who on this monntaia, 
Are wont to dance, shewing your beauties treasnie ; 
To goat-feet sylvans, and the wond'ring son. 
When as you gather flow'rs about this fountain '; 
Bid her farewell, who placed here her pleasure ; 
And sing her praises, to the stars and moon. 

Michael DrmyUm. 



MADRIGAL for Four Voices. 

T. Weelkes, 1608. 

Pqow country sports, that seldom fades, 

A garland of the spring ; 
A prize for dancing, country maids, 

With merry pipes we bring. 
Then all at once for our town crys : 
Pipe on, for we will hare the prise. 
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GL££ for Five Voices. 

Dr. Cooke. 
BNU8 ! Regina Cnidi, Pbphiqae, 
dilectain Cypron, et vocantis 
ime te nmlto GlyCers decoram 

Tiansfer in aedem. 
TVidiis tecum Puer, & solutis 
raiiaB zonis^ properentque Nymphas, 
; pamm comis fine te Juventas, 
Mercurinsqae. 

Horace. — Carmen^ 30. 



GLEE for Fhe Voices. 

R. J. S. Stevens. 
^BPHBUs with his lute made trees, 
id the momitain tops that freeze ; 
m themselves, when he did sing, 
» his mnsic, pkmts, and flowers, 
^er sprang, as sun and showers ; 
lere had made a lasting spring. . 
rery thing that heard him play, 
ren the billows of the sea ; 
mg their head's and then lay by. 
sweet music is such art, 
lling care and grief of heart ; 
ill asleep or hearing die. 

Shakspeare. 



^14 

GLEE for Three Voices. 

G. Berg.— JPnxc, 176S. 
On softest beds, at leisure laid, 
Beds of pinks and myjrtles made ; 
While the easy hours I spend. 
Love my festal shall attend. 

Love his robe behind him bound. 
Love shall serve his goblet round ; 
Swift, in this terrestrial strife, 
Turtis the rapid wheel of life. 

Swift, as speeding from the bar, 
Turns her wheel the rapid car ; 
Soon, my ftriends, to cruel death, 
I, alas ! must yield my breath. 

Soon dissolve, too soon, I miist. 
Turn to undistinguished- dust ; 
Do not then,^hen I am dead, 
Flowers, or wines, or odours shed. 

Fruitless love, superfluous care. 
Spare me now, what you can spare ; 
Rather in these present hours, 
Bring your odours, wines, and fiow'is. 
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Now, O Cupid, bind my hair ! 
Summon now the tender fidr ! 
That before Tm doom'd to go, 
To the ghosts who sport bdow ; 
I may taste, with those that liTe, 
All the sports which life can give. 



The Stbens and Amri-Sr bsvs. 

GhEE for SU Vaieei. 

J. S. Smith. 

SrRBNf. 

O HAPPY man ! when youth reigns o'er thy hoursi 
And strews the paths of life, with smiling flowers ; 
Learn the sweet fruit each seam yields to prize, 
Who follows nature, he alone is wise. 

Anti-Stbens. 
Think not true pleasure jrfae*d in Ibw'ry lidds. 
In transient joys, which fiidin^ beauty yields ; 
Far, far, from hence thy gener o us soul must rtse. 
And gain, by yirtuous deeds, th' immortal prne. 

'Stbeot. 
Who follows pleasure he alone is wise. 

Anti-Stbems* 
Who follows yirtue he is great and wise. 

from Tasso. 



t 
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GLEE for Four Voices. . 

Pr. Callcott. 

O YOUTH, thou morning of delight. 

Thy streams are clear, thy skies are bright : 

And all thy scenes are gay. 
But soon thy sportive hours are gone, 
And mortak find they but fmeitin ; 

Age, life's succeeding day. 
Youth, let me then, while yet I^m thine. 

Thy pleasures all enjoy, 
Ere ages many frailties join ; ' 

The blessing to destroy. 

Ratmie. 



HhEEfor Four Voices. ' 

John Spbncbb, Esq. 

O TURN to Hebe's Uooming shrine. 
Her nectar'd chalice still is thine ; 
Still dews of life her hand can show'r. 
To raise each tempest bendinig fiow'r : 
Her ang^l smile can yet bestow, 
A sun-beam in the night of woe ; 
With her, if sorrows balm you seek, , 
Her halcyon yoice shall comfort speak» 



\ 
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GLE£ for Five Voices. 

Dr. Callcott.— Pme, 1790. 
O vol che sospirate a migUor notti 
Ch' ascoltate d'amore, 
O dite in rimc^ 
Pr^ate non mi sia piu sorda n^orte, 
Pkrto delle miserie 
E fin del pianto. 

31eiastasio» 



GLEE for Five Voices. 

R. J. S. STEVl^Kf • 

O MISTRESS mine ! where are yoa roaming ? 
O stay and hear, your true love's coming, 

That can sing both high and low ; 
Trip no further, pretty sweeting, 
.Joiimies end in lovers meeting ; 

Ev'ry wise man's son doth know. 

^Whatislove? 'tis not hereafter, 
Present mirth has present laughter ; 

What's to come is still unsure : 
in delay there lies no plenty, 
Then dont leave me, sweet and twenty { 
Youth's a season wont epdure. 

Shakspeare. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

NORRIS, M£. 

O'er William's tomb^ with silent grief oppiest, 
Britannia mourns her hero now at rest ; 
Not tears, alone, but praises too she gives. 
Due to the guardian of our laws and lires : ' 
Nor. shall that laurel ever fiide with yexny 
Whose leaves are watered with a nation's tean. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

Havenscroft. 
Of all the brave birds that ever I see. 
The owl isthe fairest in her degree ; 
For all the day. kmg she sits in a tree, 
And when the night comes, away fiies.die t 

Tc whit, te whoo, 
* To whom drink'st thou ? 

Sir Knave, to you ! 
Thb song is well sung I make you a vow, 
And he is a knave that drinketh now* 

Nose, nose ; 
And who gave you that joUy red nose ? 

Cinnamon and ginger, 

Nutmeg and cloves, 
And that gave me this jdly red nose. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

O 1 WHAT can equal here below^ 
The life of us lliree brothers ! 

The rising sigh of bursting woe, 
The heixa of friendship smothers. 

The «tr«ani of life so smoothly flows. 
We scaneely feel it gliding ; 

Xfo dangerous wave (lie current knows ; 
Our bark witfi harm betiding : 

^or anxious thought, nor teasing care, 
Oar peace of mind destroying ; 

The social glass we freely share ; 
Thus doubly life enjoying. 



In firiendship's ties, so firmly boand| 
Misfortune's storms we weather. 

And ev'ry blast that would confomnd ; 
Unites us more together. 



S. Webbe» 



H. Read. 



GLEE far Thret Voices. 

J. BattishilIm 
Oh, my Clarissa, thon cruel fair ! 
Bright as the morning, and soft as the air i 
Fresher than flow'rs in May, 
Yet far more sweet than they : 
hfpre is the subject of my pray'r. 
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TRIO. 

(With » Double Aeoompanlment for the PUno Forte.) 

« ^ 

R. J. S. STEYsirg. 

O STRIKE the baip in praise of my love, the kindy tun- 
beam of Dunscaith! — Strike the harp in praise of 
Bragela ! — She that I left in the isle of Bfist^ tbe ^onae 
of Semo's son !— Strike the harp in praise of Bn^^l 
— Lovely, with her flowing hair, is the white boooni'd. 
daughter of Sorglan! — Strike the harp in praise of 
Bragela ! 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Of Britain's wooden walls be now my song, 
And may the glorious theme each day prolaBg ; 
If to my subject rose my soul. 
Their fame should last while oceans roll ; 
When other worlds in depths of time shall rise^ 
As we the Greeks of mighty name, 
May they Britannia's fleet proclaim ; 
Look up and read her story in the s^ies* 



i 

{ 
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GLEE for Five t^oices. 

R. J. S. Stevens. 
O THOD that rollest above, round as (lie shield of mjr 
fathers I Whence are thy beams, O sun ? Tliy everlasting 
light ! Thou comcsl forth in thy awful beauty ; the stars 
bide themselves in the sky; the moon, cold and pale, 
sinks in the western wave. But thou thyself inovest 
aloDe : who can be a companion of thy course ? The 
oaka of the mountains fall : the mountains themselves 
decay with years : tlic ocean shrinks and grows as;ain : 
(he moon herself is lost in heaven : but thou art for ever 
the same; rejoicing in the brightness of thy course. 
When the world is dark with tempests; when thunder 
lolk, and lightning Hies ; thou lookcst in thy beauty 
from the clouds, and laughest at the storm. Thou art, 
perhaps, like me, for a season ; thy years will have an 
end ; thou shalt sleep in thy clouds, careless of the voice 
of the morning. 



t 



Osiian. 



GLEE for Four Voicet. 

L. Attebbuht. 
'h Ihou, sweet bird ! that sits on some lone spray ! 
Unseen, amid yon solilary grove, 
Fly to my love, and sing (by little lay, 
For lays like (hinc the hardest heart can move ; 
Sing, till all around her soft-ey'd pity play, 
And one iceponsive sigh breathe Bympatbizutg lore. 



k 
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mo. 

L J. $. Snnss. 




GLEE for Four Foices. 

Dr. Cooke. 
O HEAR a pensive prisoner's pray 'r, for liberty who ligluy 
And never let thy heart be shut against a wretches cries ; 
If e'er thy breast with freedom glow'd, and spum'd a 

tyrant's chain, 
Let not thy strong oppressive ftxccy a free-born moose 

detain. 
So may thy hospitable board with heaUh and peace be 

crown'd, 
And every charm of heart-felt ease, beneath tfty roof be 

found ; 
So when destruction lurks unseen, which men like mice 

may share, 
Ma7 scupoe kind angel clear tby path, and break the 

liidden snare. 

Mrs. BarbmtU. 



GLEE for Four Voices, 

The Air by Carter. 
Harmonized by S. Harrison. 
Oh, Nanny ! wilt thou gang with me, , 

Nor sigh to leave the flaunting town ? 
Can silent glens have charms for thee ;. 
* The lowly cot and russet gown ? 
No longer drest in silken sheen, 

No longer deck'd with jewels rare ! 
Say can'st thou qjuit the busy scene ; 
Where tlu>u art ijaixest o{ the fiiir ? 



Apd when at lart Uiy love shall die, 

Wilt thou leceiTe his partiog brealh ) 
Wilt thou repress each struggling sigh ; 

And cheer with smiles the bed of death } 
And wilt thou o^er his much IoyM day. 

Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear ; 
Nor then regret those scenes so gay ; 

Where thou wert fairest of the fiiir. 

Du Ptrcjf. 

Answer to the above* 
GLEE fwr Four yokes. 

W. Khytett. 
JL Es, I will go with thee, my love, 
And leave all else without a sigh ; 
Through the wide wodd with thee I*d love ; 
Nor feel a pang wfaca than aii aigh. 



No costi J gems, na OBmAj 

Have now the 
My heart to prunx' 

And all ilft joys 

The lonely ooi ia 

The matel 
With greater 

Than all thai laz'ris 





The gay, the hwy. 
And baaefol fladTfy n 

To cxRuts and cities 
But not to trath 






ELEGY for Three Faices. 

WlcJACKSOlTy £a 

On a day, alack ! the day ! 
Love, yfhoBG month is ever May, 
Spy*d a blossom passing feir, 
Playing in the wanton air : 

Thro* the velvet leav^ the wind, 
All unseen, 'gan passage find ; 
That the lover, sick to death, 

Wish'd himself the heaven's breath, 

* 

Air, (quoth he) thy cheeks may blow ; . 
Would that I might triumph -so ! 
But, alas ! my hand b sworn, 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn. 

Vow, alack ! for youth unmeet, 
Youth so apt to pluck a sweet ; 
Do not call it sin in me, 
If I am forsworn for thee. 

Thou, for whom e'en Jove would swear, 
Juno but an Ethiop were ; 
And deny himself for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy love. 

Shakspec 




GLEE /or Three Voices. 

Tho. Moobe, 

Oh, lady feiTf where art thou roaming ? 

The sun is sunk, the night is coming. 

Stran^r I go o'er moor and mountain, 

To tell my beailss at Agnes' fountain, 

And who's the man with his white locks flowing ? 

Oh, lady lair, where is he going ? 

A wand'ring pilgrim, weak, V falter; 

To tell my beads at Agnes' altar. 

CbitI falls the rain, night winds are blowing, 

Dreary and dark's the way we're going ; 

Fair lady rest till morning blushes, 

I'll strew for thee a bed of rushes, 

Ob, stranger! when my lieads I'm counting, 

I'll bless thy name at Agnes' fountain. 

Tben pilgrim turn, and rest thy sorrow, 

Thou'lt go to .\gnes' shrine to-morrow. 

<iOod stranger wlion my bt^ads I'm telling. 

My saint shall bless thy leafy dwelling s 
Strew then, O ^Irew, our IhmIs of rushes, 

Here we shall rest till morning blushes. 

T. Moore, Esq, 

m^ GLEE foTTkTee Voices. 

ft ". Slit ELD. 

O UAPFT, happy, happy fair 1 
Your eyes are Ioail-star»>, and your tongue sweet air, 
Ume tuneuble than lark to shepherd's ear, 
When wheat is grecn^wben hawlboru buds iq)pcar. 
Shakspcare. 



I 



I 

■* ■ 
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FAIRY GLEE for Four Voices. 

Wm. Liirwir^ 

On the down of a Uitsile 11^ 1 
Whither, OwMther? 

To preat Oberon's oomrt, 

Where they say there's fise qport. 
So do I, so do I, so do I. 

And I prithee sprite kt*s go together. 

i 

And now, (beneath the broad Mfc^s shidey 

Whose bow'rs the lascioes woodbine bklddy ■ ^ 

Our acorn cups of dew we quaff, * 

And sport and sing, and jest aM laleigh : 

While many a zephyr pefchM 'dn h^, 

Pipes to our midiiight rerelry. 

But hush ! I hear shrill -chatnticleer 
Before the barn-door wind tab bom t 
And now from yonder fieM eif -cam 

The lark salutes the day. 
And now the village dioek #rikes ^oM^a-m 
Swift — the dance must swift be done. 
And eVr the sun can cUflfb thle bill 

We must run found the globe, 

And i<3iace the night away. 
But when the nightingCtle repeats 

His mehincbdiy stmin^ 
Perhaps in these bel0T*d ittreats 

We tiiaif Tfjoioe ugabu 

Charles JL^ley^ 
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GLEE far 'nree Voices. 



Ottbk in Laurn's breast I strove 
To plunge n ilfirl quite tall of lore; 
The (larl, so slubfiorn is the tair, 
Repell'd as oft, nns lust in air; 
" Tell me, sweel inullit^r, tell me why 
'* Laura can thus my pow'r defy i" 
To Venus thus young Ciipid cry'd, 
To him the gmldess thui; r<-ply'd : 
' Have you not seen a ensile, boy, 

' Elastic hnng with wooKpncks roniKl, 

* The cannon's wonted rage defy, 

* And make the throal'nini; ball rebotind 

* Thus, when you shtjut at Laura's heart, 

* The springing bosom turns the dart. ' 



S. WebbC. 

o 



GLEE for Five foices. 

Dr. Callcott. 
0», Love! how swift (hy fairest prospects fade.' 

Swift as the bcniity of n vernal day : 
At morn the sun illumes the ilewy glade, 

And flow'rs, expanding, drink his orient ray. 
Bat soon it passes, chilling blasts arise, 

The flow'rcts droop, its lustre disappears; 
And the light clouds, (bat glow'd with golden dyea^ 

C%attg'd to btack vapuurs, mourns its fate in tears. 

. . \ ,..!*- , < . .m- 

QffoM 
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Ode to MBiiomT. 

GLEE for Four Voices. 

R. J. 8. Stbtbus^ 1741^ ' 
O MBMORT ! cele^tml maid ! * ' 

Who glean'st the flowerete crop'd by Timey 
And, sufiering not a leaf to fiide^ - ' 

Presery'st the blaesomt of our prime ; 
Bring, bring those moments to my mind ^ ' 

When life was newy and Ledbia kind. ' 

And bring that garland \o my sight • '^ ' 

With which my fiivourM crook she boondi 

And bring that wreath of roses bright * ' 

Which then my festive temples crown'd t " 

And to my raptured ear coovey, - ' • ' 

The gentle thinj^fe she deigiiM to say. 

dAeiufMis* 



MADRIGAL • for Fhe Foiees. 

SwWnai. 
O nKG unto mie roondelaie, 
O droppe the brynie tear with me ; . .' 

Daunce ne sioe, at hallie dai ; 
Lycke a reynninge river be. 
My love ys dedde gon to hys death bedde 
Al under the willowe tree. 

Chatierion^s Poemu 

• This was a CaiMttdate for tbe Prise Cup latelj gl?eii by the 

Madtigri Society. 
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Ttas Wish of a Man op Reflection — written in 

London. 
GLEE for Fioe Voices. 

Dr. Callcott. 
O 8NATCII me swift from these tempestuons soeoet) 
To where life knows not what distraction means ; 
To wdere religion, peace, and conifort dwell^ 
And cheer, with heartfelt rays, my lonely cell ; 
Yet, if it please thee best, thoa pow*r supremei 
My bark to drive thro* life's more rapid stream, 
If lowering storms my destined course attend, 
And ocean rages till my days shall end ; 
Ijet ocean rage, Ie;t storms indignant roar, 
1 horn sobmisiive, and resign'd adore. 

Pleasing Re/leciion$.^P9M$hed bjf 
G. JVrigkl^ 1788. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. WXBBE. 

O NIGHT ! more pleasing than the brighest day^ 
When fancy gives what absence takes avraj^, 
And drest in all its visionary charms, 
Restores my fiiir deserter to my arms ! 

• I 

But when with day the sweet delusions fly, 
And alt things wake to life and joy but I ;: 
As if once'more forsaken, I complain, 
And dose my eyes, to dream of yoo «gain« 
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On THE ANNIVERBARy OF TilB BlBTU-DAY OF TUB 

LATE Rt. Hok. William Pitt. 
ODE for Three Voices. 
Composed expressly for tbis Meeting hy W. IlAwe«. 
If free from CYcry foreign Ihiall, 
If happy, prosperous, blest wilh all 

That freedom's soq can claim ; 

Then ever on this hononi'd day, 

Let Britain beahfelt bomage pay 

To PiTT'i iUttsteious Dame. 

But say, what trophy shall we raise 
To speak our matckless patriot's praise, 

And mark our grateful zeal i 
H is dying woidti itball best declare ; 
Remember, then, his dying prayer, 

And guard his country's weal. 

If by his great example taught, , 

Unstaiii'd by one disloyal thoi^lit, ' ' ' ' ■ 

One base and seMsh view : 
With generous ardour like his own. 
We rally round our Sovereign's tfarmie, 

To kiug and country true. 

Though tyrants mark us for their prey. 
Though factions flatter to betray, 

'Midst Europe's general gloom ; 
His lof^y spirit still alive, 
In Britain's glory shflU snmre, 

And triumph from the tomb. 



GJLEG /or Four Vaiffs. 

W. Khytett. 



O VT love's like ^ rad led tom^ 
Thai's newly sprung in Jwa ] . 

my love's lUps the VMkidy 
That's sweetly play'd in tune, 

Aa fair art thou, i^y boaiv ImH 
So deep in love am I ! , 

And I will love thee still, mj( 4^Wf 
Till a', the seas gang dry. 

Till a' the seas ^aag dry^ iigr dear, 
And the rocks melt with thf^viii; 

1 will love thee still, my 4lf|r«^ 

While the sands of life shall run* 



And fiire thee well, my only love^ 
And fiire thee waU^ f wbilpy, 

And { wU cwie again, my love, 
Tho* it were tea t|v»wapdl iwk« 



^wm£ Poem. 



/I, 



.«* 
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B013NV> /• 



.fiM •'«■«'■ ^ 






His oi b<=^ 



beauty 



supply- 



'^^-^-ir::T^'^^'- 



leeKwy 



^--;::^---% 



Trahilatkina ' 
MADRIGAL for Four Voices. 

J. WlLBYlB.; 

^^s matchless beauty thee a Pboonix pfoves^ 
FiUr Leonella, so thy sour-sweet loves : ^ 

For when yotti^ Aeon's eye thy pnmd heart tame, - 
Thou dy'slin him and livest in my flame. 

Second Seiy puUiskedb^ Hsity 1609. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

J. S. Smith. 
O FAircT I paieut of the mose, 
Tkj spirit o'er my soul diffuse ; 
Sometimes, sweet nymph, thy'yot'ry lead 
To myrtle proveor flow'ry mead : 
Where youths and soft ey'd virgins meet, 
And lightly trip with nimble feet ; 
Sometimes forsake the haunts of f<^y. 
To woo thee pensive Melancholy. 
Dejected maid ! with tearful eye, 
That loves to fold her arms and sigh ; 
At evVy season let mine ear, . 
Thy pow'rfiil voice, O Fancy, hear. 
O'er all my list'ning passions reign. 
Overwhelm my soul with joy or pain ; 
With terror shake, with pity move. 
Rouse with revenge, or melt with love. 

fVarion. 



GLfiE /of r&ur Voices. 

Dr. Cooke* 
O n&itVE sleep ! O gentle sleep ! I cry'd, 
Why b thy gM alone lotnedea/d; ' 

Mildest of beings ! frictid to €Y'f y tHhrn^ ! 
Whete lies «iiy emvi wbai has beoD my eritte? ' 
Beasts, birds, «id cafde, feel tky Imlroy rod, 
The drowsy iMiDtolMns trave atid seems to nod ; 
The torrents cease to chide, the seas to roar, 
And the hosh'd waves re ai i a e -upon the shore. 



GLEE fifr F9c€ VMm* % ^ 

Wh • HoMLrt-^ MA. 
On a bank, beaidea willMr, 
Heav'n her covering, eanh her pillcrw, 

Sad Amynta sigh'd akne ; 
From the cheerless dawa of wailriBg, / 
'Till the dews of fright retttning, ' 

Singing thus, she made hfx noaa*: 
Hope is banish 'd, joys are vanish V, 
Damoa iny beloy'd kgone. 



Gi.EB fifr Thr^ r4iiei. 

•' W.HoRtLBT, M.B. 

O BAD and watchful waits ihy loveri 

Whose fate depends upon a Binile; 
Who counts the weary minutes oirer, 

And chides his flutt'ring heart the Vhilte. 

Who, as the sephyre soMy blowing, 
From drooping flow'rets shake the dew ; 

While down his cheek the tear is "iowiiig, 
Sweet rose of l^eauty sighs lor you. 

Oh pnmd and maddening is the pleasare, 

V^hen to my eyes tby farm appears t 
An drest in Nature's winning treasure, 

Of blushing hopes and graceful feartf. 

And whfle our bosom's wildly be«tiiii|f, 

A thousand nameless raptmes pro^e*; 
Our eyes in speechless transport iaeeihig, 

Shall lore to gaze, andj^aiBe to lore^ 

Mrs. UobintmC^M if&0H W^Onghtm. 
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GLEE for Four Foten. 

Harmonized by Wm. II a wit. 

O SAW ye my fiiiher ? 

saw ye my mother ? 
Or saw yc my tru9 love, John ? 

1 saw not yonr fiUher , 

' I saw not your mother, 
But 1 saw your true lo^ei John. 

■ 

It's now ten at night. 

And the stars gie no light. 
And the belk they ring ding dong. 

He*s met with some debiy. 

That causeQi him to stay. 
But he will be here ere long. 

Up Johnny rose, and 

To the door he goes. 
And gently twirled the pin. 

The lassie took the hint^ 

And to the door she went» 
And she let her true Io?e in. 
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GLEE for Fhe Voices. 

W. HoftSLET, M.B. 

O MAT I steal 
Along the vale ; 
Of humble life, secure from foes ; 
My friend sincerei 
My judgment clear, 
Ajid gentle business may repose. 
My mind be strong 
To combat wrongs 
Gialeful to heav'n for fiiyouis shewn. 
Soft to complain 
For others pain, 
-And bold to triumph o'er my own* 

Young's Octan. 

DUET. 

MiCHABL WiSS. 

^)i,D Chiron thus preachM to his pupil Achilles ; 
S^n tell you, young gentleman, what the fate's will is ; 
You, my boy. 
Must go 
(The gods will have it so) 
To the siege ot Troy ; 
Thence never to return to Greece again. 
But before those walk to be 



Let not your noble courage be cast down ; 
But, all the while you lie before the town, 
Drink, and drive care away, drink and be merry ; 
You'll ne'er go the sooner to the Stygean ferry. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. CooKB. 

O SACRED friendship ! hear'n's delight I 

Who, tir'd with man's uneqoal mind ; 
Took to thy natire skies thy flight, 

Where scarce thy shadow's left behind. 
From thee, diffusive good below. 

Peace, and her train of joys, we trace ; 
But fidsehood, with dissembled shoW| 

Too oft iisurpe thy sacred place. 
Blest genius ! then resume thy seat, 
Destroy imposture and deceit, 

Which in thy dress c(mfbund the bUI ; 
Harmonious peace and truth renew, 
Shew the fiUse friendship from the^true^ 

Or nature must to chaos fidl. 



GLEE for tvoe IToiees. 

8. WnvB. 
Oh i sweetest of thy loyely race, 

UaTeil thy matchless charms ; 
Let me adore that angel face ' 
And fold thee in my arms ; 
Thy bosom let my tortures move, 
To grant the just returns of love. 
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GLEE for Thrtt F<riee9. 

Dr. Callgott. 
Oh I happy we, 
ittune to hannony, 
rhal with heart, hand, and voice. 
Thus united rejoice : 
Bay, does the star from hear'n dropping, 
Or the wind, the pale rose cropping, 
Figoie right the quick decline 
Of thy heart's friendship unto mine ? 

Ah, no! no I no I 

As Tiolets blow, 

BtiU fresh, and still pure 

ShaD our friendship endure ; 

Nor shall the star from hear'n dropping, 

Or the wind, the pale rose cropping. 

Figure right the quick decline 

Of thy heart's friendship unto mine. 



&9 
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GLEE /or Four Voices. 

Dr« Callcott. 
O YOUTH, thou morning of delight, 
Thy streams are clear, thj skies are bright, -^ 

And all thy scenes are gay ; 
But soon thy sportive houn are gOAe, 
And mortals find, they but forerun 

Age, life's succeeding di^. 
Youth, let me then, whil'st yet I'm thine. 

Thy pleasures all enjoy. 
Ere age's many fralltiet join. 

The blessings to destroy. 

MADRIGAL for Bve Voices. 

Wm* Hqb^i<by, M«8. 
O CRUBL Amarillis 1 
O nymph ! more sweet and fiur. 
Than fairest lillies are ; 

Since speaking I ofiend. 

Silent I'll seek my end. 
But yet for me the hiUs, and ey'iy vale, shall kmdly 
Fountains shall weep for me, 
Hoarse winds to ev'ry tree. 
Shall tell my mournful tale. 
And in my cheek, all pale. 
Shall grief and pity speak ; 
And, should all other things be mute, 
My hapless end shall speak 
My death, shall tell thee thou my heart didst break. 

OaurinVs Pastor Itda* 
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V 

GLEE /or Four Voke$. 

J. S. Smith. 
O Pan! delight of nymphs and swainsi 
Protector of Arcadian plains. 

Who lead'st the frolic dance ; 
The laughing fair, who plajr the prod^ 
But fly from thee to be pursued. 

Their fiiyors to enhance. 

They love thy rustic oaten reed. 
They knoiir thy vigor, foroe, and speed, 

And feign a modest fear ; 
Our jocund strains shall swell for thee. 
And render, by their mirth and ^ee^ 

Thy name for ever dear. 



GLEE far Three 

Wm.Hai^bs. 

Oh happy Albion ! blest beyond eonpare. 
Think, grateful think, what Mflmngs now yoo ahaie ! 
Tho^ discord raging thro' a jarring world. 
Bids war's red banners still remain unfarFd, 
Ifet in the precincts of this sea-girt isle. 
Domestic peace, and tranquil pleasures smile. 

Jdiss Frances — From the Poem of the 
Roses. 
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MADRIGAL for Four Voices. 
Adapted to the Music of Hubbrto Wablbbnt, 1590. 

O'br desert plains and rushy meersi 

And iirither^d heaths I rove ; 
Where tree, nor sjure, nor cot appean, 

I pass to meet ipy love. •' i' 



c 



But though my path were damask'd o'er 

With beauties e'er so fine, 
My busy thoughts would fly before^ 

To fix alone on thine. 

No fir-crown'd hills could give dd^ht. 

No palace please mine eye ; 
No pyramid's aerial height, 

W here mould'ring monarohs lie. 



r/ 



Unmov'd, should eastern kings advanoe^ * 

Could I4he pageant see ? 
Splendour might catch one scornful glanoei 

Not steal a thought fiFom thee. 



Shauione* 
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GLEE for Four Vohet. 

Air by Mr. Hook. 
Harmonized by J. B. Sals. 

EJgTBN to the voice of loye I > 
mils my Daphne to the grove, 
he primrose sweet bedecks the field, 
I taneful birds invite to rove ; 

softer joys let splendor yield, 
sten to the voice of love ! 

leie flowers their blooming sweets exhale, 
[y Daphne let us fondly stray ; 
lere whispering love breathes forth his tale, 
nd shepherds sing their artkss lay. 

le share with me the sweets of spring, 
nd leave the town's tumultuoiis noise ; 

1 happy swains all cheerftil sing, 
nd echo still repeats their joys. 

Mrs. Hook. 
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GLEE fwr Three Faieef. 

W. H0R8LET, M.B. 
Oir the higli towerfa; poplar thus swinging, 

My lyre hung suspended ait east ; 
Thy strings at wild intervab ririging. 

When swept by the breath of tba braeae. 



The blue yanlts its full beaoty ^Mm^^jm^^y 
Not a cloud the pure aether o'er shades. 

And in sighs his soft wishes betraying, 
The green Cdiage fond zephyr ioyadas. 

Thos I leaire thee to imiinnir and qvirar, 
As whispers the slow risiag wind) 

While here stretch'd on the banks of the riyer, 
I repose in soft shimbera reoiki'd. 

F)ram the Latin of CatinUr 
hy Mr. HeojUL 
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GLEE for Three Voke$. 

Dr. Callcott. 
O SHARE my cottage, dearest maid, 

Beneath a mountain, wikl a»d liigh ; 
It nestles in a secret glade, 
And Wje's clear current wanders bjr. ^ 

Far from the city's vain parade, 

No scornful brow shall here be seen ; 
No dull impertinence invade, 

No envy base, nor sullen spleen. 

The shadowy rocks which circle ronnd^ 
From storms shAll guard our silran cell ; 

And there shall every joy be found. 
That loves in peaceful vales to dwell. 



GLEE /or Fhe Voices. 

S. Webbe. 
Jr BETTY warbler, cease io hover^ 
Pretty warbler, help a lover ; ' 
From thy joy a. moment borrow, 
Tune thy music to my sorrow : 

Join and answer when I mourn. 
To grieve alone is most tormenting ; 
There's a pleasure in lamenting 
My complaint, if you return. 



> 
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GLEE for Three Voicet. 

JBaildov. 

Pbithee, friend, fill t'other pipe, 

Fie! for shame! doo't kt us part ; 
Just when "wit is brisk and ripe, 

RaisM by wine's all-powerful art 
None but fools would thus retire 

To their drowsy sleepy bed ; 
Drawer, heap with coals the fire. 

Bring us t'other flask of red. . 
Foot to foot then let us drink. 

Till things double' to our yiew^ 
Pleasure then 'twill be to think, 

One full bumper looks like two : * 
Fill, my friend, then fill your glass, 

Why should we at cares repine ? 
Misery crowns ^the sober ass. 

Happiness, the man of wine ! 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

3. Davbt. 

JPrjestat Bibere ad sanitatem, 
Quam colere pulchritudinem : 
Nam bibendo, quiescit animus 
Sed amando, sit inquietas. 
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GLEE /or Three Voices. 

Dr. Calloott^ M .B. 
Pbacb to the souls of the heroes, 
Their deeds were great in fight ; 
Let them ride around me on clouds, 
Let them shew their features in war ; 
My soul then shall be firm in danger, 
And mine arm like the thunder of heav'n : 
But be thou on a moon-beam, O Morna, 
Near the window of my rest, 
When my thoughts are of peace, 
When the din of arms is past. 

Oifton. 



GLEE for Froe Voices. 

Dr. Aekb. 

«PocuLUM elevatum, 

Qaod nobis est pergratum ; 

f oculum elevatissimum ; 

<2aod nobis est pergratissimum ; 

Sibamus ! 

Sibe, totum extra, 

^il manet intra. 

Hoc est bonum in visceribus meis, 

Hoc est bonum in yisceribii3 tuis ; 

Et nos consequimur laudes tuasL* 

O Quam bonum est ! , 

O Quam jucundum est I 
fratemis gaudere* 



GLEE for Five Foices. 

R. J« S. SntVBHi. 

PiicK clouds away, 

And welcome day. 
With night we banish sorrow ; 

Sweet air, blow soft, 

Larks, moiont aloft, 
To give my love good-morrow. 

Wings from the wind 

To please her mind, 
Notes from the lark I'll borrow ; , 

Bird, prune thy wing. 

Nightingale, sing. 
To give my love good-morrow I 
Notes from them both I'll borrow. 

Wake from thy nest, 
. Robin red-breast. 
Sing, birds, in ev'ry furrow ; 

And from each hill. 

Let music shrill 
Give my fair love good-morrow ! 

Blackbird and thrush. 

In ev'ry bush. 
Linnet, and cock sparrow ; 

you pretty elves. 

Among yourselves. 
To give my love good-morrow^ 
Sing, birds, in ev'ry furrow. 
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GLEE for Three Foices. 

R. J. S. Stbvbns. 
JPuithbe, foolish boy, give o*er, . 

Cease thy bosom to torment ; 
Prithee, sigh and whine no more^ 

Come with ma and taste content* 
Lovers a foe of thine and mine^ 
Let us drown the god in wine. 

Stella's fairer shape and eyes. 

Charms too lovely to behold : 
Let us seek, to crown oar joys^ 

Where the best champaign is sold. 

Love's a Ibe, &c* 

Leave the silly gaudy train^ 

And believe me, when I say : 
All the joys they give are vain, 

Leave them then and come away. 

Love's a foe, &c. 

Sung at Mary4c'bone Gardens^ 
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Ode to Mat. 

Earl of MoRNiNOTOir. 
Pale April, ^rith her childish eycy 
Alike prepared to laugh or cry, ^ 
Ail unlamented hies away, 
And leaves the world for Love and May. 
Lo Maia comes ! fair queen of blooms ! 
Scatt'riDg around her choice perfom€S ; 
Lo she comes ! and leads her train. 
With songs and dances o'er the plain. 
Cupid there, the wanton boy, 
"With ev'ry grace, and ev'ry joy ; 
And rosy health, and gay desire, 
And asephyrs breathing am'rous fire : 
See they frolic, hark ! they say, 
Happy mortabr! hail the Mny. 



ODE for Four Voices. 

• 

JPbitheb fill me the glass. 

Till it laugh in my fiu^. 
With all that is potent and mellow ; 

He that whines for a lass, 

Is an ignorant ass. 
For a bumper has not its fellow. 



Dr. Co<AB. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

J. M. Harris* 
Pbaor to the manes of the dead 1 

Who in Iberia*s cause haye perished ; 
To heay'n their niightj souls are fled^ 
By heroes wept, by mem'ry cherished. 

Their deeds, inunortal, ne'er can die, 

Since history will record their fame ; 
Her page will make e'en cowards sigh. 

To gain a glorious, deathless name. 

Honour shall smUe to find her rights, 

JBy liberty's brave sons asserted ; 
And virtue shine, with purer light. 

To see flie tyrant's threats averted. 

Henry Cutler^ 

GLEE for Four Voices. 

Air by Storage. 
Harmonized by 8. HarrUok. 
Jl sACBFUL slumb'ring on the ocean, 

Seamen fear no dangers nigh ; 
The wbds and waves in gentle motion. 
Sooth them with a lullaby. 

Is tiie wind tempestuous blowing ? 

Still no danger they descry ; 
The guileless heart, its boon bestowii^p 

Soothes them with its lullaby. 

Cohb. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Harmoniaed by S. Wbbbb, Job* 

JPa AT, good/, please to modiente the rancour of joax 
tongue, 
Why flash those sparks of furjr fcom your eyes I 
Remember when the judgment's weak the prejudice is 
strong, 
A stranger why will you ^spiae ? 

Ply me, try me. 
Prove, e'er you deny me, ^ 

If you cast me oflf| you blast me, 
Never more to rise. 

The Air taken from the French Operm 
of the FiUage Cotyurer 6y Rou$9eam» 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

J. Danbv 
^UBEN of joy and dimpled pleasure, 

Thou, whose looks delightful charm ; 
Leader of each sprightly measure, 
Raising mirth's emotioDS waim. 

Around thy form the frisking sports. 

In antic gesture wildly move; 
Within thy loud rebounding courts^ 

Thy noby sons of revel rove. 



267 



.. To THE MOOK. 

GLEE for Four Voices. 

HiNDLV. 

Queen of the silver bow I by thy pale beam. 

Alone and pensive, I delight to ttmy ; 
And watch thy shadows trembling in the stream. 

Or mark the floating clouds that cross thy way. 
Still while I gaze, thy mild and placid light 

Sheds a soft calm upon my troubled breast ; 
Ami oft I thinkp fiiir planet of the night, 

That in thy orb the wretched may have reit, 
TTlie saft'rers of the earth, perhaps, may go, 

Rdeas'd by death, to thy ben^^naiit sphere ; 
And the sad children of despair and woe, 

Forget in thee their cup of sorrow here; 
O I that 1 soon may reach thy world serene. 
Poor wearied pilgrim in this toiling scene. 

Charlotte Smith,. 



S 
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GLEE for ^»r Voicet. 

Sir G. T. Smart. 

> 

QuEBN of the Skies ! who silver'st wide 

This drearjr world, with glory's sea, 
Roll from thy orb the radiant tide, 

And pour thy lucid stream on me. 

Here, muffled daA in horrors dread, 

I bow to sacred Love's command ; 
While anguish clasps my aching head. 

And terror chills with palsied hand. 

O hear— 'O guide these 'wilder'd feet 

To where my lovM Hedallun stays I 
Give me his long-lost form to meet^- 

To light his eyes with fond amaxe I 

Give him — O ere with life he part-* • 
Give him, to lull these wild alarms^ 

Once more to soothe this dying heart- 
Once more to bless bis Melna's arms I 
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The Maltese Mariners' HtmXi 
For Three Voices, 

G. M. Slattsr. 

And for Froe Voices. 

Rt. Cooke. 
QuBBN of the seas ! ordain'd to prove 
Oar dear Redeemer's filial love, 
Bend firom thy starry throne, 
O fai^ata Yirgine ! 

Whene'er the beating tempest roars, 
O give fresh vigour to oar oars, 
That we secure maj reach oar shores, 
O beata Yirgine ! 

Whene'er the rolling billows sleep, 
And lephyrs fan the level deep, 
Chant we, while all due measure keep, 
O beata Yirgine ! 

Ye white-cross-knighfs, the sacred train. 
Look from your tow'rs that shade the main, 
Repeat, repeat, repeat, the strain, 
O beata Virgine ! 

Dr. Ketl. 



88 
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GLEE for Four yokes. 

J. S. Smith. — Prixgf iS 
Keturn, blest days ! return, ye laughing hours" 

Wliich led me up the roseate steep of youth ; 
Wbich strew'il my simple path with vernal flow'rs. 

And bade me court chaste science and fair trutli. 
Witness, ye winged dauglit«s of tbe year, 

If e'er a sigh, had learul to heave my breast. 
If e'er my check was conscious of a tear, 

Till Cynthia came, and robb'd my soul of r 
So soft, so delicate, so sweet she came, 

Youth's damask glow just dawning on ber cbeek ; 
I gaz'd, I sigh'd, I caught Ifae tender flame, 

Felt tbe fond pang, and droop'd with passion weak. 
Hr. Btrcy. 






GLEE for Four Votcet^ 

S. Webbb— i*r*Ke^| 
ill.isG, my joy ! sweet mirth attend, 
I'm resolv'd to be thy friend ; 
Sncakuig Pbcsbus bides his bead. 
He's with Thetis gone to bed : 
Tho' he will not on me shine, 
Still there's brightness in the wine ; 
From Bacchus I'll such lustre borrow^ 
My face shall be a sun to-morrow. 
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MADRIGAL /or Four Foices. 
^^^ Hutchinson. 

JtlEtviiir, retarn, my lovely maid, 

For summer's pleasures pass away ; 
The trees' green liv'ries 'gio io fade, 

And Flora's treasurea all deoay. 
No more, at ev'n-tide, ifatleih sweet 

Sad Philomel the woods among 
Nor lark the rising mom doth greet : 

Betum, my love, thou stay's! too long. 



GLEfi for Four Voices. 

S. PAXToif Jt^riJbj 1781. 

JvouND the hapless Andre's mn 
Be the Cyprus foliage spread ; 
Fragrant spice profusely barif, 
Honours grateful to the dead. 

Ijet a soldier's manly form, 

Guard the vase his ashes bears ; 
Truth, in living sorrow warm, 

P^y a mourning nation's tears. 

Fame, his praise upon thy wing, 

Thro' the world dispersing tell. 
In the service of his king. 

In his country's cause he fell. 

Miss Seward. 
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GLEE for ITiree Voices. 

T# Attwood. 
]R;iSE to tbe battle, my thousands ! 
Gatiier roand the bright-steel of your king ! 
Strong as the rocks of my land, . 
That meet the storm with joy, 
And stretch their dark woods to Uie wind* 

Otsiammr 



GLEE for Five Voices. 

Sister of Phcebus, gentle queen. 

Of aspect mild, and ray serene. 

Whose friendly beams by night appear, 

The lonely traveller to cheer ! 

Attractive power ! whose mighty sway 

The ocean's swelling waves obey. 

And, mounting upward, seem to raise, 

A liquid altar to thy praise i 

Thee, wither'd hags, at midnight hoisip 

Invoke to their infernal bow'r : 

But I to no such horrid rite. 

Sweet queen, implore thy sacred light ; 

Nor seek, while all but lovers sleep, 

To rob the miser's treasur'd heap t 

Thy kindly beams alone impart, 

To find the youth who stole my hearty 

And .guide me from thy silver throne, 

To steal his heart, or find my own. 

Mrs. Peckard. 



i 
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GLEE fwr Five Voices. 

R. J. S, Stxtbns. 

S I6H no more, ladies, sigb no moie, 

Men were deceivers erer ; 
One foot in sea, and one on shofe, 

To one thing constant nerer. 

Then sigh not so, but let them go, 

And be you blithe and bonny, 
pOBTerting all your sounds of woe 

To hey, nony, nony. 

Sing no more ditties, ladies, sing no more. 

Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 
The frauds of men were erer so, 

Since summer first was leafy. 

Then sigh not so, but let them go, 

And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all your sounds of woe 

To hey, nony, nony* 

Skskspeare. 
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• 

GLEE for Four Voica. 

Dr. AjtHE. 
SwEBT Muse ! inspire tby suppliant bard, 
Heroic ardour to record. 
In vain the fervent pray V I move, 
Hark ! ey*ry echo whispers Love I 
I'll raise the theme to acts renown'd — 
Ah ! no— 'tis Loye— no other sound I 
Farewell then, Patriot — ^Hero — ^King 1 
My Muse of nought but loye can sing. 

From Anaereom, 



GLEE for Four Voket. 

S. Wbbbb.— Pmc, 1788. 
Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 

Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire 1 
And the peeping sun-beams now 
Paint with gold the village spire. 



Sweet, O sweet ! the warbling throng 

On the white emblossom'd spray ; 
Nature's universal song 

Echoes io the rising day. 

Cuftttmgk 



\ 
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GLEE far Four Voices. 

S. Webbb. 
SiNCB hannonj deigns with her yot'ries to dwell, 
ExaU ev'ry voice, and each note loudly swell ; 
Intieat her io visit us here ev'ry night, 
And thus by her presence diffuse new delight ; 
And since she such mirth and such pleasure can 
JjdL us l5 Pcean repeatedly sing. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Ford, 1680. 
SivcE first I saw your face I resolv'd 

To honour and renown you ; 
If now I be disdain'd, I wish 

My heart had never known you : 
What I that lov'd, and you that lik'd, 

Shall we begin to wrangle ? 
No, no, no ! my heart is fast, 

And cannot disentangle. 

The sun whose beams most glorious are^ 

Kejecteth no beholder, 
And your sweet beauty past compare. 

Made my poor eyes the bolder. 
Where beauty moves, and wit delights, 

And signs of kindness bind me ; 
There, O there ! where'er I go, 

rU leave my heart behind me. 
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GLEE for Fom 

W. HoRSLETi M.B 

See the chariot at hand here of Love, 

Wherein my lady rideth I 
Each that draws is a swan, or a doye^ 

And wdi the car Lore guideth. 
As she goes, all hearts do duty 
Unto her beauty ; 

And , enamour'di do wish so they might 
But enjoy such a sight. 
That they still were to run by her 'side. 
Thro' swords, thro' seas, whither she wou'd ride. 

Ilaye you seen but a bright lilly grow. 

Before rude hands have pluck't it ? - 
Ha' you marked but the fietU o'the snow. 

Before the soil has smutch'd it ? 
Ha' you felt the wool of the beaver, 
Or swan's down ever ? 
Or have smelt o'the bud o'the briar. 
Or the nard in the fire ? 
Or have tasted the bag of the bee I 
O so white ! O so soft ! O so sweet is she ! 

Ben Jotwm. 



i 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

(j. S. EVAVS. 

S AT, nigbtj lore, and teach m j wagy 
To whom thy sweetest jojs belongs 

And who the happy pain ; 
Whose yielding hearts and joining hands^ 
Find blessings twisted with their bands. 

To soften all their cares. 

* 
Now the mad tribe that hell inspires^ 
With wanton flames those raging fires. 

The purer bliss destroy ; 
On Etna's top let furies wed, 
And sheets of light'nii^ deck their bed, 
^ To improve the bvnung joy. 

Two kindred souls alone must meet, 
'TIS friendship makes the bondage sweet, 

And feeds their mutual k>ves ; 
Bright Venus on her rolling throne. 
Is drawn by gentlest birds alone. 

Am! €i^ids yoke tke doves. 

Dr. Waits. 
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GLEE for Four Foiees. 

J. S. Smith. 

Sleep, sleep, poor youth ! sleep, sleep in peace I 

Reliey'd from love, and mortal caie ; 
Wbil'st we that pine in life's disease, 

Uncertain blest, less happy are. 

Couch'd in the dark and dismal grave, 

No ills of fiUe thou now canst fear ; 
In vain would tyrant power enslave, 

Or scornful beauty be severer 

• 

Wars that do fatal storms disperse. 

Far from thy happy mansions keep ; 
Earthquakes that shake the universe^ 

Can't rock thee into sounder sleep. 

P^ is the fear of future doubt, 

The sun is from the dial gone ; 
The sands are sunk, the glass is out. 

The folly of the fiurce is done* 

Tom Durfeys PiUt to Purge MeUmeho^. 
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GLEE for Five yoices. 

R. J. S. STevENg. 

Some of my heroes are low," I hear the sound of death 
on the harp. Bid the sorrow rise; that their spirits 
may fly With joy (o Morveii's woody hills ; " bend for- 
ward from your clouds," ghosts of ray fathers ; bend ! 
Lay by the red terror of your course, receive the falling 
chief; whether he comes from a distant land, or rises 
from the rolling sea. And oh ! let bis countenance be 
lovely, that hi» friends may d<;Iight in his presence. 
Bend forward from your clouds, " ghosts of my fathers," 
iiend! 



r 



Oman. 



GLEEybrFiDc Voices. 



SoPuROsrKE,* thou guard unsec 
Whose delicate controul 

Can turn the discord oi chagrin 
To harmony of soul. 



Above the lyre, the lute above, i| 

Be mine Ihy melting tone, ■' 

Which makes the peace of all wc love, 
The basis of our own. 

fVm, HayUy^ Esq. 




272 

GLEE for Four Voicei. 

J. Dakbt. 
SvEET thrush ! Ihal makes tlie veraal year 
Sweebr than Flom can appear ; 
As Philomel attends thy lay, 
She envies the return of day. 
The tunetiil lyre and swelling flute. 
At thy rich warblinff shall be route; 
Vocal Minstrel ! thy soft lay 
Treasares up, and ends the May ; 
Hark ! how the blackbird woos his love. 
The skill'd musician of the grove ; 
On (horn, as perch'd, he nobly sings, 
A cadence for the best of kings ; 
Sublime and soli, gay and serene, 

LA virginal to hail a queen : 
Nature's mnsic thus improves, 
r 
A, 
Sc 
: 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

8. Webbe. 

Surly Giles's old cat was shut out of the house ; 
Howshc plagu'd him all night,without catching a mouse t 
AVith her mew, sick to death, surly Giles rose in baste, 
And vow'd that no longer his moments he'd waste ; 
So he took up a stick, as he jump'd out of bed, 
And iwore he would knock the old cat o'thc bead. 

Dr. CoUcott. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Mr. Wm. Linley. 
Sweet Echo ! sleeps thy vocal shell, 
HTheie the high arch overhangs the dell ; 
Where Tweed, with saa reflecting streams, 
Cheqaers thy rocks with daacing beams ? 

Here may no clamours harsh intrude, 
No brawling hound or clarion rude ; 
Here no fell beast at midnight prowl. 
And teach thy tortured diBk to howl. 

Be thine io pour these vales among 
Some artless shepherd's ev'ning song, 
Whilst night's sad bird, on some lone spray, 
Responsive listens to thy lay. 

Or if, like me, some love-lorn maid. 
Should sing her sorrows to the shade, 
Oh 1 soothe her breast, ye rocks around, 
With softest sympathy of sound. 

Dr. Damj^n. 



>r ^ \ 



GLEE far four Koieii. 

J. S. Smith. 
T AY, shqiherd, stay ! 1 ^ritb^ ^y ! 
Did not you se* her g6 this ^kj ? 
Where can she be ! caA y6a ttot gaess / 
Alas ! Fve lost tny shepherdess ! 

I fear some satyr has be^ray'd, 

My wandVing nymph out of the shade ; 

Oh ! woe is me ! I am dndoa^, 

For, in the dhade, siie i^ my sUb. 

The pink, the violet, and (he rose. 
Strive to salute her as she gdes ; 
Nay, be content to kiss her shoe,' 
The primrose, and the daisie too. 

Oh ! woe is me ! what must ^ do ? 
Or whom must I complain Unto t 
Methinks the vallies cty, fbl-befdr^ 
And sighing say, she is ncit befe. . 

* Oh ! what shall I, unhappy, do i 
Or whom must I complain unto ? 
Where may she be, can you not gues^ 
Where I may find my shepherdess? 



• This Verse not in the Glee. 
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GLEE fw Tkne W, 
R. 

See, smiling from the tobj 

The harbinger of daj 
Pours, with majestic lustre dms'dy 

The treasures of his ray : 
No more her charms Aorora sknadi 
Behind the sullen Tefl of dowb ; 
But sheds profuse her nni i Mling pov* 
And firami their winf ry 



MADRIGAL far fhe Vi 

iowM Wi 

Sweet honey sucking bees! wlqrd^ 
Surfeit on roses, P>aJ^ aad rwaielM I 
As if the choicest nedar fay m 

yestoieyoar 



Ah! make your fligU to lUliMma^fl ^p^ 

Tbere may ye levd in aabroBai 
Where smiling roKs and sweet lifieB 

Keeping their qpring-Cide graces aD the year. 



Yet, sweet, lake heed ! aD sweefs are haid to get. 
Sting not her sofi lips ; O beware of that ! 

For if one flaming dait cooks fiooi her eye. 
Was nercrdait so sharp; ah, then yo« die ! 

T S 
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ROUND /or TAree Voka. 

L. Attbrbubt. 

Sweet enslaver can you tell. 
How I leam'd to love so Well ^ 
In the morning when I rise, 
If the sunshine strike mine eyes, 
All that pleases in his view 
Is my hope to look on yon. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Wbbbe, Jam 
Sweet stream, that wind. thn>' yonder ghde. 
Apt emblem of a virtaous maid ; 
Silent and pure she glides along, 
Far from the world's gay busy throng t 
With gentle yet prevailing force, 
Intent upon her destin'd course ; 
Graces attend on all she does, 
Blessing and blest where'er she goes. /^ 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Wm. Kntvbtv. 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot 

And never brought to mind, 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And days p' Lang Syne ? 
For auld Lang Syne, my dear, 

For auld Lang Syne, 
We'll tak' a cup of kindness yet 

For auld Lang Syne. 

Chorus. 
For auld Lang Syne, my dear, &c. 

We twa hae' run about the braes, 

And pu'd the gowans fine. 
But we>e wander'd mony a weary foot. 

Sin' auld Lang Sjme. 

Chorus. 
For auld Lang Syne, my dear, &c; 

We twa hae' paidlet in the bum,^ 

Fnie morning sun till dine, 
And we'll tak' a cup p'kindness yet^ 

For auld Lang Syne. 

Chorus. 
For auld Lang Syne, my dear» 8cc. 

From an Old MS. in G. Thompsofft 
Possasion.'^See Scotch Songsm 




JUrJi^K 




^^^^^ 


r 


GLEE for Three Voieei. 




Dr. 


Cooke. 


Stat, lovely Zjiura ! let us sit and plaj, 




White Phcebus liurries on the sultry day, 




Let us the whisp'rin^ pines' cool shade enjo; 


: 


How soft they murmur us the zephyrs' sigh ! 




"While the brook, bubblinir to my pipe's soil charms. 


SIikU woo some gentle visioa to thy arms. 






Birch. 


GLEE for Three Voicei. 




R. J. S. Stevb»». 


Send back my long-stray 'd eyes to me, 




Which, oh I loo long have dwelt on thee ; 




But if from you they've learo'd sucli ill, 




To sweetly smile, 




And then beguile, 




Keep the deceivers, keep them still. 


^m 


Send home my harmless heart again, 


^^^H 


■Which no unworthy thought could slain ; 


^^^^^^^ 


But if it has been taught by thine. 


^^^^^^^H 


To forfeit both 


^^^^^^^1 


lis word and oath, 


'. ^M 


Keep it, for then 'tis none of mine. 


" ^H 


Suckling Allcred by Dr. 


^^H 




J 
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The Shephbrd's Resolutiok. 
GLEE for Four Voices. 

Shall I, \¥asiing in despayre, , 
Dye because a woman's fayre ? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
Because another's rosy are? ^ 
Bee shee fayrer than the daye, 
Or the fiowerye meades in Maye ; 
If she think not well of mee, 
What care I howe fayre 8h<!£ bee* 

Bee shee good, or kind, or fiiyre, 
I will never more de&payre ; 
If shee love mee, this believe, 
I will dye ere shee shall grieve : 
If she slight mee when I woo ; 
I will scorn and let her goe ; 
If shee bee not made for mee, 
What care I for whome shee bee. 

George WUkers. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

Wu. Shibu). 
Should mirth be observ'd by her sons to decline^ ' 
They recruit her br^fat lamp with a flask of gbod winiei 
When the glass circles round. and our spirits impiovey 
How sweet flows the bumper to friendsliip and love. 

Sir Henry Baie Dudl^l 
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GhEE for Three yoicei. 
. S. Webbe and Dr. CalIcott. — Prixe^ 1792. 
See ! with ivy chaplet bound, 
And wreaths of vernal roses crown-d, * * 

Bacchus comes, and brings along 
Blooming mirth and cheerful song. 
Bat, ah ! no myrtle there is seen^ 
^H'o laurel spreads a lasting green ! 
Say, does Apollo fly the tram ? 
Or lovely Venus, wine disdain ? 
Behold the Muses now appear, 
And willing beauty sighs sincere ; 
Happier &r than gods above. 
We fill to Harmony and Love ; 
Happier fiir than men below, 
Now with sparkling wine we glow : 
Happier still our lot shall be, 
Blest with these and L&erty. 

MADRIGAL for Six Voices. 

WlLBY?, 1609, 

Stat, Corydon, thou swain, ' 
. Talk not so soon of dying. 
What tho' thy heart be silain. 

What tho' thy love be flying; 
She threatens thee but dares not strike, 
Thjnyfnph is light and shadow like ; 
For if thou follow her 

She'll fly from thee. 
But if thou fly from her 

She'll follow thee. 



2%2 



REQUIEM for Four 

R. J. S. SrwESB. 
Saikts and angels hear oiur pterins. 

From purging fire her swl oonvej s 
And waft it to those blest domainPi 
Where smiling joy .leek 90 deofiy • 

Jftf f Siarke» 



GLEE for Fvofi Virictt. 

G. -Smtb. 

Spbing returns with aspect mild, 

Violets crown'd her loveUest cbild ; 

Now again the ruddy thorn. 

Glitters with the dew. qf morp. 

Buzzing round sweet cowslip bdtb, 

Bees suck nectar from their.o^b; 

The vivid flash from beauticii.fi|yey 

When tell-tale tove is lurking by ; 

The pleading look, the starting tear, 

That parting lovers oftien wear ; 

The balmy kiss, the gentle sigh 

Escaping, yet it knew not why : 

All hail ! the lovely bloom of op'oing spiq^gj 

While Cupid's arrow flutters from ^ts w^. 



GLEE for Three roices^ 

R. J. S. Stetens. 
Sbm m fiuthlesB and I am undone, 

Ye that witness tbe y^ow I eqdux/^^ 
Let reason instruct you to shua, 
What it cannot instruct you to ^QDB. 

Beware how you loiter in vain, 

Amid nymphs of aa liighfir degree ; 
It is not for me to explain, 

How fair and ;how fioide they he. 

ye woods! spread yonr branches apace, 
To your deepest re^peaaes I fly ; 

1 w^wld hide with the beasts of the cha^, 
I would vanish from ev'ry eyje« 

Yet my reed shall resound thro' the grove. 
With the same sad complaint it begun ; 

How she smil'd, and I could not but love. 
She is fiiithless and I am undone* 

Shemtone. 
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GLEE for Four Vokei. 

Rt» Cooks. 

Sweet warbling bird with dulcet ifiotey 

To Sapho's breast repair ; ' 
There be thy captive woes foigot, 

The loves are nested there. 

And while tby strains thy tales impart. 

Let this their burden be ; 
The pangs which rend my master's heaiti 

Are all for love of thee. 

If purest love thy little heart e'er knew. 

Or if thy artless pipe e'er strove thy feather'd mate to woo j 

Then /or me thy dulcet note display, 

And my fond Muse shall ever bless thy lay. 



MADRIGAL for Fhe Voieei. . 
J. Bbnnbt, 1590, & Ferrbtti, 1588. 

So gracious is thy sweet self, so fair, so fimmed. 
That whoso see's thee, without a heart fwlfam^^ 
Either he lives not. 
Or Love's delight he knows not. 



GLEE far Roe Voiixi. 

Rt. Cookb. 
ScMifi feelings are to mbrtals given, 
With less of earth in them ihait heafCtt } ' r 
And if there be a human tear ' ' ^ ^ 

From passion's dross refined and ckxurj • 
A tear so limpid and so neek 

It would not staiti an angel's ekeek ; <• r1 1 

'Tis that wkick* pious fittheis shed ' ' 

Upon a duteous cfeughtef s head. ^ 1 ^ 



GhEE for Fvoe Foicet. 

T. Welsh. 
Soft and sweet, yon blushing rose 
In. the daiiciiq^ sun-beam glows ; 
And, on its ijch and crimsoii Vest, 
I see the sparkling dew-drop rest. 



•: * 



Thou art fairer than this flower, 
Sweeter than the fragrant bower ; 
But on thy neck no gems appeal) 
No drop of pity sparkles there. 



Aht could I on thy lieafiteduh 
Like dew, upon the rosy blbsR>n^ 
Buut for a Kttle moment see 
One drop of pity shed for me t 
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GLEE /or Fhe Vokes^ 

R. J. S. Steyeiis. 
Sad winter passed, the leafless grove 

Again revives with vernal hue ; 
Hush'd is the storm that lately strove^ : 
Mild ev'ning sheds her silent dew. 

The son returns with genial ray, 
O'er earth the scattered seeds are sown ; 

Fond Hope anticipates her day, 
And smiles o'er harvests yet unknown; 

Philanthropy thy heav'nly ray, 

Alike dispelling winter's gloom ; 
Shall to the virtues life convey, 

And rouse them £rom their early tomb. 

Won by the strain thy precepts pour^ 

Thy pupils emulous shall grow ; ' 
Till reason her full light restore, 

And joy exult o'er pining wocu . 
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GLEE /or Three Voices. 

T. Attwood. 
Seb ! o'er the hills the mists retire. 

And stronger grow the beams of day ; 
Mark ! how the flocks wind o'er their browy 

In vain to shun the scorching ray. 
Homeward we trudge — ^with grateful breast. 
And wish our bleeding land at rest ! 

Meny should the peasant be, 
Child of health and labour he ! 
Nature still with fey'ring smile 
Warms his heart and swe^ns toil : 
Rustic forms and souls of glee, 
Henry peasants we will be ! 

We the purest love can find — 

f"aithful TOWS as well as kind : 

Xjightly then trip life away, 
Singing loye's sweet roundelay : 
^^ature wills we should be free, 
Aderry peasants we will be ! 



MADRIGAL for Five Voices. 

Giovanni, Febetti 1580. 

Si AT 'avertiti, O ! voi cortesi amanti, 
8e Tolet alle donn' esser yoi cari 

l^ur in man spesso dannari. 

U 
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Sicilian Mariners' Htmn, 

For Five Voices and Chorus. 

O Sanctissima ! 

O piissima ! 

Dulcb Virgo Maria I 

Mater aroata 

Intemerata, 

Ora pro nobis. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

Lord MoRiriiroTOV. 

Sweet object of the zephyr's kiss, 
Come rose, come courted to my bow'r : 
Queen of the banks, the garden's bliss^ 
*Come and abash yon tawdry flow'r. 
Why call us to revokeless doom, 
With grief tlie op'ning bods reply, 
Not suffer'd to extend our bloom ; 
Scarce born, alas ! before we die. 
Man having past appointed years. 
Ours are but days, the scene must close ; 
And when fate's messenger appears. 
What is he but a wither'd rose. 
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CATCH for Four Voices. 

PURCELL. 

Soldier, soldier take off thy wine, 
And shake thy locks as I shake mine ; 
How can I my poor locks shake, 
That have but ten hairs on my pate ! 
And one of them must go for tythe, 
So there remains butlour and five ; 
Four and five, and that makes nine. 
Then take off your drink as I take mine. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

R. J. S, Stevens.— Pme, 1782, 
Sbb what horrid tempests ris^, 
And contract the clouded skies ! 
Snows and showers fill the air. 
And bring down the atmosphere. 
Hark ! what tempests sweep the floods. 
How they shake the rattling woods ! 
Let ns while it's in our powV, 
Let ns seize the fleeting hour. 
While our cheeks are fresh and gay, 
Let us drive old age away : 
Then let joy and mirth be thine. 
Mirthful songs and joyous wine ! 
And with converse blithe and gay. 
Drive all gloomy cares away. 



Ug 
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Spirit Scene 
(From the Lay of the Last Mimirel.) 

Dr. J. CLAiUk 

Is it the roar of Tcviot's tide, 

That chalks against the Scawe's red side? 

Is it the wind that swings the oaks I 

Is it the echo from the rocks f '^ 

What may it be, the heavy sound, ■' 

That moans old Branksoime's turrets round ? '^ 

From the sound of Teyiot's tide, • '' 

Chasing down the mountain's side ; 

From the groan of the wind-swung oakf 

From the sullen echo of the rock ; ^' 

From the voice of the cominff storm 

The lady knew it well 1 
It .was the spirit of the flood that wpoke^ 

And he call'd on the spirit of the tdL 

River Spiritm 
Sleepest thou, brother ? 

Mountain Spird* 

Brother, nay, 
On my hills the mocm-beams play — 
From Craik Cross to Skelf Hill pen ; 
By ev'ry rill in ev'ry glen, 
Merry, merry elves their monice pacings 

To atrial minstrelsy. 
Emerald rings on brown heath tracing. 

Trip it deft and merrily. 
Up and mark their nimble feet ; 
Up and list their music sweet. 
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River Spirii. 
of an imprison'd maiden. 
Mix with my polluted stream ; 
argaietof Branksome, sorrow laden. 
Mourns beneath the moon's pale beamu 
^Q me, thou who viewest the stars, 
^hen shall cease these feudal jars ? 
Hiat shall be the maiden's fiUe ? 
^lao shall be the maiden's mate ? 

MounUdn Sphrii. 
rthnr's slow wain bis course doth roll, 
otter darkness round the pole ; 
be northern bear lowers black and grim ; 
rion's studded belt is dim : 
irinkliog faint, and distant far, 
shimmers through mist each planet star i 
ni maj I read their high decree, 
Dt no kind influence deign th j showery 
a Teviot's tide and Branksome's tower^ 
iU pride be quell'd and love be free. 

QUABTIT. 

h' unearthly voices ceast 
ad the heavy sound was still ;• 
died on the river's breast, 
died on the side of the hilL 

WaUer SeaU^ Esf. 
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HARMONISTS' GLEE, for Three Faices 

and Chorus. 

R. J. S. StbyexIi 

boBER lay and mirthful glee, 
Harmony, belong to thee ! 
Thou, with more than cfaymic art. 
From each fibre of the heart 
Can'st e2ilract the sigh at will. 
And the liquid tear distil : 
Or its joyful impulse speak. 
Dancing on the dimpled cheek. 
Goddess ! at this festive iieur. 
Rich libations will we pour 

Of tO0j wine ! 

Thou can'st sheath the crimson'd sted, 
Bid the soul for others fed ; 
Cupids, as they wanton round, 
In thy fragrant wreaUis are bound : 
Hymen's torch of hallow'd light 
Draws from thee its lustre bright : 
Friendship's transports spring from thee, 
Sister sweet of Sympathy I 
Goddess! at this festive hour, 
Rich libations will we pour 

Of- rosy wine! 
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O descend, angelic maid ! 

In celestial white array 'd, 

With tresses fair, which might become 

The proudest threads of Pallas' loom ; * 

In thy olive chaplet twin'd, 

Flowing gracefully behind. 

Sweetly sound thy silver lyre ! 

Touch the chord ! thy sons inspire ! 

Goddess ! at this festive hour. 

Rich libations will we pour 

Of rosy wine I 

Samuel Birch, 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

W. HoasLEY, M.B. 
Slow ! fresh font ! keep time with my salt tears, 

O slower yet, O fainter gentle springs ; 
List to the heavy part the music bears, 
Woe weeps out her decision when she sings. 
Droop herbs and flow'rs, 
Fall grief in showVs, 
Or beauty is not our's. 
O ! could I still, like melting snow, 
Upon some craggy hill fall down ; 
Since summer's pride is now a withered dafibdil. 

Ben Jonson. 



i 
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• 

GLEE for Three Voices. 

Harmonized by J. Mazzinghi. 
• Recitative. 

She paused, then bloshing led the lay, 
To gnu^ the stranger of the day ; 
Her mellow notes awhile prolong 
The cadence of the flowing song ; 
Till to her lips, in measured frame^ 
The minstrel verse spontaneous came. 

Glee. 
Huntsmen rest, thy chase is done. 

While our slumberous spells assail ye ; 
I^ream not with the rising sun, 

Bugles here shall sound reveillie. 
Sleep ! the deer is in his den ; 

Sleep ! thy hounds are by thee lying : 
Sleep ! nor dream in yonder glen. 

How thy gallant steed lay dying. 

WaUer Scott, Esq. 



GLEE for Five Voices. 

S. Webbe, 
Sweet is the soft and sunny breeze, 

That fans the golden orange grove ; 
But, oh ! much sweeter hx than these, 
The kisses are, of her I love. 
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GLEE /or Five Voices. 

Dr. Alcock. 
Soon as the genial spring renews the shade. 

Beneath the bow*r the lover tells 
His tender wishes to the listening maid, 

While she, in blushes, all her jQame reyeaW 
The tbrtle mourns his solitude no more. 
Bat woos and bills as happy as before. 



GLEE /or Four Voices. 

W. HORSLET, M.B. 

Sbb how fair Flora decks our fields with flowers, 
And clothes our groyes in gaudy summer's green ; 

And wanton spring pours forth her balmy show'rs^ 
To hasten Ceres' harvests, hallow'd queen I 

Now shepherds lay their winter weeds away, 
And in neat jackets sporting on the plains ; 

And at the rivers fishing day by day. 

Now, wlio so firolic, as the shepherd swains ? 

Drqyton^s Seventh Eclogue. 
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GLEE /or Three Voices. 

Soft Capid, wanton am'rous boy ! 

The other day, mov'd with my lyre ; 
In flatt'ring accents spoke his joy. 

And utter'd thus his fond desire : 

<< O raise thy voice 1 one song I ask, 
<< Touch then th' harmonious string ; 

^< To Thyrsis easy is the task, 
<c Who can so sweetly play and sing. 

<< Two kisses from my mother dear, 
<< Thjrrsis thy due reward shall be ; 

^< None like Beauty's queen is fair, 
<< Paris has vouched this truth for dm^." 



Traybrs. 



I straight reply'd, < thou know'st alone, 

< That brightest Chloe rules my breast ; 

< I'll sing thee two, instead of one, 

^ If thou'lt be kind and make me blest 

< One kiss from Chloe*s lips, no more I crave, 
^ He promis'd me success ; 

< I play'd with all my skill and power, 

< My glowing passion to express. 

< But O my Chloe, beauteous maid ! 

* Wilt thou the wish'd reward bestow ; 

< Wilt thou make good what Love has said, 

< And by thy grant his power shew ? 

Matt. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

John Salb. 

Nof ce al bosoo 
In Ezio. 

Sometimes a happy rustic swain, 

In cottage born, of humble stem, 
Acquires with little toil and pain, 

Through Fortune's smiles, a diadem^ 

While I^ that's blasted by her frown. 
To dire mischance is sure decreed ; 
And though entitled to a crown, 
A field may till, a flock may feed. 

Charles Bumey^ Mus.D. jP. R. 5. 

Translation from the Italian. 
HandeVs Commemoration j page 6t. 



MADRIGAL for Four Voices. 

Wm. Hawbs. 
Sweet Philomela breathe thy plaintive lay. 
While radiant Cynthia sheds her silver ray ; 
O soothe my pains, and tell the echoing grove, 
No voice but thine can soothe the pains of love* 
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The Wreath. 

PASTORAL GLEE /or Three Voices. 

Mazzinghi. 
7ell me, shepherds, have you sees 

My Flora pass this way ? 
lo shape and feature, Beauty's queen^ 
In pastoral array. 

A wreath around her head she woie ; <.. 

Carnation, lily, rose ; 
And in her hand a crook she bore. 

And sweets her breath compose. 

Tell me, shepherds, &c. 

The beauteous wreath that decks her head| 

Forms her description true ; 
Hands lily white, lips crimscm red, 

And cheeks of rosy hue. 

Tell me, shepherds, ftc 







MADRIGAL for Five Voices. 

Ob. GiBBon. 

The silver swan, who Hying had no note, 
When death approach'd, unlock'd her silent throat s 
Leaning her breast against the reedy shore, 
Thus sung her first and last, and sung no more! 
Farewell all joys ! O death, come close mine eyes I 
More geese than swans now live, m«re fools than wise t 

Sir Christopher HaUon. 



•t 
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MADRIGAL far Three Voices. 

Weelkes^ 1600. 

JLHE nightingale, the oigan of delight. 
The nimble lark, the blackbird, and the throsbf 

And all the pretty choristers of flight, 
That chaunt their music notes on ey'rjr bHsh : 

Let them no more contend who shall excel ; 

The cuckow is the bird that bears the bell. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Webbb. 
The mighty conqueror of hearts, 

His pow'r I here deny ; 
With all his flames, bis fires, and darts, 
I, champion-like, defy. 

ril offisr all my sacrifice, 

Hencefintb, at Bacchus' shrine ; 
The merry god ne\*r tells us lies, 

There's no deceit in wine. 



3QS 

GLEE for Three Voices. 

J. HjLVBY.—MedaJy 1788, 
7he fairest flow'rs the vale prefer, 
And shed ambrosial sweetness there ; 
While the tall pine and mountain oak. 
Oft feel the tempest's ruder stroke : 
So in the lowly moss-grown seat, 

Dear peace and quiet dwell^; 
The storms that rack the rich and great^ 

Fly o'er the shepherd's cell. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. Callcott. 
jThtrsis, when he left me, swore. 

In the spring he would return ; 
Ah ! what means that op'ning jQow'r, 
And the bud that decks the thorn ? 
'Twas the nightingale that sung, 
'Twas the lark that upward sprung. 

Idle notes, untimely green. 

Why such unavailing haste ? 
Gentle gales and skies serene, 

Prove not always winter past ; 
Cease my doubts, my fears to move ; 
Spare the honour of my love. 

Gray. 
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ROUND for Three Voices. 

S. Webbb* 
M,o the old, long life and treasure : 
To the young, all health and pleasure ; 
To the £iir, their face 
With eternal grace, 
And the rest to be loy'd at leisure. 

S. Webbe. 



Love Ecstatic. 

GL££ for Five Voices. 

R. J. S. Steve K8. 
JLo be gazing on those charms^ 
To enfold thee in these arms, 
From those lips to hear thy vow, 
With ecstatic sweetness flow ; 
To be lov'd by one so fair, 
Is to be blest beyond compare. 

At that bosom's gentle shrine. 
To confess what glows in mine ; 
In those heav'nly eyes to view, 
That confession dear to you ; 
To be lov'd by one so fair 
Is to be blest beyond compare. 

Altered from Henry Carey* s * Nancy ^ 
* or the parting Lovers.* 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Webbe. 
^HE gods of wit and wine prepare 
With cheerful bowk, to celebrate the lair ; 
Love is enjoined to name her fav'rite toast, 
We'll give the goddess that delights us most : 
Phoebus appoints and bids the trumpet sounds 
And Bacchus in a bumper puts it round. 

Lord Lansdomnm 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Webbb. 
^HY voice, O harmony ! with awfiil sound, 
Could penetrate th' abyss profound ; 
Explore the realms of ancient night. 
And search the living source of unborn light 

Confusion heard thy voice and fled. 

And chaos deeper plung'd his vanquish'd head ; 

Then didst thou, Harmony, give birth 

To this fair form of heav'n and earth. 

Then all those shining worlds above, 
In mystic dance began to' move ; 
Around the radiant sphere of central fiie, 
A never ceasing, never silent choir. 

Congrtve* 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

R. SpOFFOftTH. 

jLhq spring, the pleasant spring, is blown, 
Let us leave the smok j town ; 
From the mall, and from the ring, 
EvVj one has taken wing, 

Chloe, Strephon, Corjdon, 
All are fled, and all are gone ; 
What is left's not worth your stay, 
Come, Aurelia, come away*. 

Come with all thy sweetest smiles. 
With thy graces, with thy wiles ; 
Come, and we will merry be, 
Who shall be so blest as we. 

We will frolic aU the day. 
Harming no one in onr play ; 
No matter what the people say. 
Come, Aurelia, come away. 



ROUND for Four Voices. 

S. WSBBE. 

jCub bee voluptuous royes from bloom to bloom, 
Delicious sweets from ey'ry flow'ret sips ; 

But the inconstant would no longer roam. 
Should he once light on Lucy's balmy lips. 



905 



GLEE /or Fmnr F^iceu 

IL 
The spring, the jiemmd ^pnm^ 
Let us Inre tlie Mftuk r wva ; 
From tlie auIL and fnai tbt cn^ 
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MADRIGAL for Eight Voices. 

S. Webbs. 

To love, I wake the silver striog, 
And of his soft dominion sing ; 
A wreath of flow'rs adorn his brow, 
The sweetest, fairest fiow'rs that blow ; 
All mortals own his mighty sway, 
And him the gods above obey. 

Anaereofu 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Webbb. 
^HE girl that I love is as mild as Aurora, 
Discreet as Minerva, and youthful as Flora ; 
Rejoic'd at her presence fond nature looks gay. 
The trees bow their heads on each side of her way. 
The flowers send forth a profusion of sweet. 
The grass looks more green, that is trod by her ieei; 
The birds hover round, as she trips it along, 
And improve from her voice, the best notes of her 80i^« 
Great Phoebus himself is delighted to see, 
A power more bright and more cheering than he ; 
And stopping his steeds in the midst of their way^ 
He gazes ! — forgetting to drive on the day. 
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ROUND /or Four Voices. 

R. SpoPFunu 

Tell me, fond youth, why wrapped in cues. 

Why negligent of health and ease ; 
Fearful, in vain, of future wars, 

Why do you loose the joys of peace. 

Careless of what may be to-morrow, 

On present mirth your thoughts employ ; 

Why should the cares of Future sonrow. 
Trouble the stream of present joy. 

The joys I have possessed are mine, 
Harbour'd secure from Fortune's blast ; 

Tho' Jove should at my bliss repine, 
Jove can't recall the minutes pass'd, 

Bless'd only he who free from care. 

Can ev'ry night with pleasure say^ 
Be it to-morrow foul or fair. 

Thanks to my stars I've liv'd to-day. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

J. Danbt. 
jLby breath as fragrant as her own confest. 

Go, lovely rose, and breathe in Delia's ear ; 
{Expiring on her yet as lovely breast,) 
That beauty's blosionis are as fraU asfiur. 

X2 



3VO 






« for P«« *'***'T 8 &»»'»'•• 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. Callgott. — PrizCj 179K 
jTriumphant Love, urith roseate garlands crown'd, 

Has tun'd my lyre to Hope's delightful theme ; 
Applauding Virtue casts a lustre round, 
And tells the world such bliss is bliss supreme. 

Dr. CaUcoiU 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

W. HoilSLEY, M. B. 

TouRNB thee to thie shepster swayne^ * 

Bryght sonne has ne droncke the dewe, 
From the floures of yellowe hue, 

Toume thee Alyce backe agayne. 

See the moss growne daisey'd banke, 

Pereynge ynne the streme belowe ; 
Here we'Ue sytte ynne dewre danke, 

Tourne thee Alyce doe notte goe. 

Lette us seale us bie this tree, 

Laughe and synge to loyyinge ayres ; 
Comme and doe notte coyen bee, 

Nature made all thynges bie payers. 

Mtfnstrel '« Song in JEUia. 
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GLEE for Six Voices. 

Composed at the request of John Relpb, M. D. 

by R. J. S. Stevens. 
The cloud cap*t towers! 
The gorgeous j^alaces! 
The solemn temples ! 
The great globe itself ! 
Yea, all which it inherit, 
Shall dissolve ! . 

And, like the baseless fabric of a vision^ 
Leave not a wreck behind ! 

Shakspeare. 

Ej^ect was aU intended bt/ the Composer. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

W. HORSLBT, M. B. 

GThe Cyprian bird, with plaintive moan^ 
Still makes her faithful passion known ; 
Still Zeph'rus breathes on Flora's brows, 
And charms with sighs the queen of flow'rs : 
Then let my sighs and tears but prove. 
The winds and waves that wafl to love. 

R. B. Sheridan^ Esq. 
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GLEE for Five Voices. 

S. Webbe, 
The blossom so pleasing at summer^s gaj call, 
Must languish at first, and must afterwards fall : 
Bat behind it the fruit its successor shall rise, 
By Nature disrobM of its beauteous disguise. 
So, Celia, when youth, that gay blossom is o'er. 
By her virtues improv'd shall engage me the more ; 
Shall recall ev'ry beauty that brighten'd her prime, 
When her merit is ripen'd by love and by time. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Harmonized by Wm. IIawbs, 
Air by Wm. Reeve. 
JL HE rose of the valley in spring time was gay, 
But the rose of the valley it withered away ; 
The swains all admir'd it, its praises repeat. 
An emblem of virtue, so simple and sweet ; 
But the blight marrM the blossom, and soon well-a-day, 
The rose of the valley it withered away. 

The rose of the valley a truth can impart. 
But the rose of the valley I picture my heart ; 
The sun of content cheer'd the morn of its birth^ 
By innocence rendered a heav'n on earth ; 
But virtue and peace left the spot well-a-day, 
And the rose of the valley it wither'd away. 

Charles Dibdin. 
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Ode to Hope, 
For Eight Voices^ 



3. Davby* 



1;iiou blessing sent m from abovc^ 
Rich offspring of celestial love, 
Fair Hope ! thy presence let me hail, 
When grief intrudes, when pains assail : 
On life's rough sea, amid the tempest's roar. 
Pilot my rolling bark, and set me safe on shore* 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

If. P. KiNe. 
GThe owl is out in yonder tree, 
She sits in sullen majesty ; 
The bat's abroad and skims along. 
The nightingale sweet tunes her song ; 
The moon now rising o'er the hill. 
Illumes the lake, the lake is still ; 
Now music sweet is heard afar I 
Now rising, dying, on the air I 
Now, hark ! the village bells sweet say, 
Delights of eve haste not away. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

W. Hawes. 

JLHE old shepherd's dog like his master was grej, 
His teeth all departed and feeble his tongue ; 

Yet where'er Corin went he was follow'd by Tray, 
Thus happy thro' life did they hobble along. 

When fatigued on the grass the shepherd would lie. 
For a nap in the sun; 'midst his slumbers so sweet ; 

His faithful companion crawl'd constantly nigh, 
Plac'd his head on his lap or lay down at his feet. 

When winter was heard on the hill and the plain, 
And torrents descended and cold was the wind ; 

If Corin went forth 'mid the tempests and rain, 
Tray scorn'd to be left in the chimney behind. 

At length in the straw Ttay made his last bed. 
For vain against death is the stoutest endeavour ; 

To lick Corin's hand he rear'd up his weak head, 
Then fell back, closed his eyes, and ah dos'd them ibr 
ever ! 

Not long after Tray did the shepherd remain, 
Who oft o'er his grave with true sorrow would bend ; 

And when dying thus feebly was heard the poor swain, 
Q bury me, neighbours, beside my old friend. 

Peter Pindar. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

S. Webbe. 
7o me the wanton girls insulting say, 
« Here in this glass tby fading bloom siinrey :^ 
Just on the verge of life, 'tis equal quite, 
Whether my locks are black, or silver white ; 
Roses around my fragrant brows FU twine, 
And dissipate anxieties in wine, 

Anaareomm 



GLEE for Free Voices. 

Dr. Callcott. 

7hou art beautiful, queen of the valley ! 
Thy walls like silver sparkle io the sun ; 
Melodious wave thy groves. 
Thy garden sweets enrich the pleasant air.-^ 
Upon the lake lye the long shadows of thy towers^ 
And high in heav'n thy temple pyramids arise ! 
Long may 'st thou flourish in thy beauty. 
Long prosper beneath the righteous conqueror. 
Who conquers to redeem ! 
Long years of peace and happiness 
Await thy Lord and thee, 
Queen of the valley ! 

Madoe of Somtk^, 
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DUET. 

Sir J. Stevensoic • 
GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. Abn£« 
vTbll mc, where is Fancy bred. 
Or in the heart, or in the head ? 
How begot, how nourished ? replj : 
It is engendered in the eye, 
With gazing fed, and Fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies. 
Let us all ring Fancy's kneu : 
I'll begin it — ding, dong, bell ; 

Shakspeare. 



SONG AND TRIO 
In THE Duenna. 

^ Wm. Linlby, Esq. 

This bottle's the son of our table, 

His beams are rosy wine ; 
yf/e — planets that are not able 

Without his help to shine. 



liCt mirth and glee abound I 
You'll soon grow bright 
With borrowed light, 

And shine as he goes round. 



jK. £» Sheridan^ Esq* 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

Dr. GALIiCOTT, 

^o all jou ladies now at land, 

We men at sea indite ; 
But first would have you understand. 

How bard it is to write : 
The Muses now, and Neptune too. 
We must implore to write to jou. 
With a fal, lal, lal, lal, la. 

In justice you cannot refuse. 

To think of our distress i 
When we, for hopes of honour, lose 

Our certain happiness ; 
All these designs are but to prove 
Ourselves more worthy of your love. 
With a fal, lal, lal, kl, k. 



And now we've told you all our loves. 

And likewise all our fears ; 
In hopes this declaration moves 

Some pity for our tears ; 
Let's hear of no inconstancy, 
We have enough of that sea* 
With a fal, lal, lal, lal, la. 

Written at Seoy in thejbr^ Dutch W^^ 
the Night before an Engagemtwi^ 
by the Earl of Dorset^ 1665. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Webde. 
To wipe the tear from sorrow's eye, 
And stop the unavailing sigh ; . 
Tho' all a stranger can bestow, 
'Tis something sure to melt at woe ! 
Kindly to feel what others feel, 
And blush the frailty to reveal ; 
Untold, by sympathy to find, 
The struggles of a virtuous mind. 
To few, alas ! this skill is given, 
FcNT 'tis the fiiv'rite gift of heav'n. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

Wm. Jacksok. 
jlhou, \o whose eyes I bend ; at whose conmiandy 
Tho' low ray voice, tho' artfess be my hand : 
I take the sprightly reed, and sing or play. 
Careless of all the cens'ring world may say. 
O, &irest of thy sex, be thou my muse, 
Deign on my work thine influence to diffuse ; 
So shall my notes to future times proclaim. 
Unbounded love and ever-during flame. 



w. 



Il ■ •* 









r 



•■ XM 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

!]?uou, ^bo alone dost all my thoughts infuse, 
And art at once my mistress and my muse ; 
Insptr'd from thee flows every sacred line, 
Thine is the poetry, the poetfy thine ; 
Thy service shall my only bus'ness be, 
And all my life employed in pleasing thee. 

Dr. Percy. 



ROUND/or Three Voices. 

^TwAs you. Sir, 'twas you, Sir, 
I tell you nothing new. Sir, 
'Twas you that kiss'd the pretty girl, 
'Twas you. Sir, you. 

Tis true. Sir, 'tis true. Sir, 
Vou look so very blue. Sir, 
I'm sure you kiss'd the pretty girl, 
*Tis true. Sir, true. 

Oh, Sir ! oh. Sir ! 
How can you wrong me so. Sir ! 
I did not kiss the pretty girl, 
But I know who. 
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GLEEybr Four Voices. 

K. SiFOFFORTH. 

jL ELL me the path, sweet wanderer, teil, 
To thy unknown seqnester'd cell, 
Where woodbines cluster round the door^ 
Where shells and moss overlay the floofi 
And on whose top an hawthorn blows ; 
Amid whose thickly-woven boughs, 
Some nightingale still builds her nest. 
Each ev'ning warbling thee to rest. 



GLEE for Four Voices, 

JLO the festive board let's hie, 
Briskly there the bumpers fly ; 
There the jolly souls resort. 
There without controul we'll sport. 
A truce to^care, let others grieve, 
While thus wc spend the cheerful eve. 
With singing, dancing, merry boys, 
And close our feasts with Venus' joys. 



S. Wbbbe. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

J. Danby.— Pmf, 1785. 
JLHE nightingale who tunes her warbling notes so sweet, 
'Midst flow'rs ne'er presumes to fix her mournful seat ; 
Melodiously she sings, while hawthorns pierce her breast. 
Her voice sweet echo rings, and nature lulls to rest. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

J. Battishill. 
The glories of our birth and state, 

Are shadows not substantial things ; 
There is no armour against our fate ; 
Death lays his icy hands on kings : 
Scepter and crown 
Must tumble down, 
And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked scythe and spade. 

Some men with swords may reap the field, 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill ; 
But their strong nerves at last must yield, 
They tame but one another still ; 
Early or late 
They stoop to fate, 
And must give up their murm'ring breath, 
When the pale captive creeps to death. 

'The laurel withers on your brow. 

Then boast no more your mighty deeds, 
Upon death's purple altar now 
See where the victor- victim bleeds ; - 

All heads must come 
To the cold tomb : 
Only the actions of the just, 
Smell sweet, and blossom in the dust. 

. James Shirty^ died 1766. 

These fine moral stanzas were orig^naUy intended for a soleam 
fiineral song in < the Contention of AJaz and Ulysses/ it is said 
to htre lieen a favourite soug with King Charlei the Second. 
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WaiTTElf UNDSR AN HoUB GlASS IN A GrOTTO. 

GLEE for Three Voices. 

R. COOKB. 

This babbling stream not nninstnictiye flows, 

Nor idly loiters to its destin'd main ; 
Each flow'r it feeds that on its margin grows. 

And bids those blush, whose days are spent in vain. 

Not void of moral, tho' unheeded glid^ 
Tune's current stealing on with silent haste ; 

For, lo ! each falling sand his folly chides. 
Who lets one precious moment run to waste. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Wm. Hobslby, M.B. 
Tbll me on what holy ground, 
If ay domestic peace be found ? 
Halcyon daughter of the skies ! 
Far on fearful wings she flies ; 

From the pomp of scepter'd state, 
From the rebel's noisy hate. 
In the cottage vale she dwells, 
List'ning to the sabbath bells ; 

While still around her steps are seen, 
Spotless honour's meeker mien. 
And, mindful of the past, employ 
Hcm'iy, bosom*spring of joy. 

Y Coleridge. 
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QUARTET 
Fbom Sampson. 

Mr. HakdeI'. 
I^HEN Toimd about the starry thiooe 
Of him who ever mks akme. 
Your heay'nljr-gttided soul shall climb : 
Of all this earthly grossoess quit|. 
With glory crown'd, for ever sit, 
And triumph oyer Death, and thee, O Time ! 



Anotheb of Astropuell, 

MADRIG^^ fw Three Voices. 

• Bateson, 1604. 

IThe nightingale so soooe as Aprill bringeth 

Vnto her rested seose^t perfect waking : 
While late bare earth, proud of new doathing qpriageCb, 
Sings out her woes, a thocne her song-booke makingf. 
And moumefuUy bewaiUng, 

Her throate in tunes ezpresseth, 
What griefe her breast oppresseth, 
For Tereus' force, on her chast will pvevmlisg. 

* Oh, Philomela, iaire, oh, take some gladness^ 
That here is luster cause of plaintfoU sadnes. 
Thine earth now springs, mine fadeth : 
Thy throne without, my thome my hart invadeth. 

England's Helicon^ P. 194.— Sir Phil. SiAiey. 

* The whole of the above has not been set, but the Editor, baTing 
the verse complete, thouf^ht it rig^ht to print it. 
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The Sea-beat Marines. 

GLEE for Three Voieet. 

J. Burrows. 

The sea-beat mariner, whose watchful eye, 

Full many a boisf rous night hatk wak^d to weep*; 
When the keen blast, descending firom the sky, i 

Snatch'd his warm tear-drop from the ravenous deep. 
Drenched by the chilling rain, his dreary hour 

Creeps slowly onward to the dawn of day ; 
Till boming Phcebus, darting thro' the shower. 

Warms, with his golden beam, the frothy spray. 
With lightning's swiftness he ascends the mast, 

And cries, ^^ another tedious night is o'er ;" 
He spreads the swelling sail, he sees at last 

His long sought mistress, and his native shore. 
The restless wanderer then forgets past pain, 
Steak a fond kiss and biases his fiUe agaim- 

JvTf • JnoUascn* 



AIR AND GHQRUS 
Jn Sampson. 

Mf . Haitwl. 
7hus rolling surges rise, 

And plough the troubled main ; 
BfsA sMWi tka tempest dies, 
And all is calm again. 



Yg 



L 
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DUET. 

William Jacksoic. 
^iME has not thinn'd my flowing hair, 

Nor bent me with his iron hand ; 
Ah! why so soon the blossom tear, 
Ere autumn ye the fruit demand ? 
Let me enjoy the cheerful day, 

Till many a year has o'er me roU'd ; 
Pleas'd let me trifle life away, 
And sing of loye ere I grow old. 

Hammond. 



GhEE for Four Voices* 

R. J. S. Stevbks. 

(Double Accompaniinent.) 

^JTo what age must we liye without loye ? 

If we outstay the time 

Of our youth's happy prime, 
Tis an age that will neyer improye. 

When the sweet early rose is in blocHD, 
If the minutes pass by, 
'Till it wither and die. 
Poor rose, where is then its perfume. 

Da Capo. 

GmU^erUmd. 



i 



326 

GLEE /or Free Voices. 

J. Danbt. 
jCis midnight all ! now sacred silence reigns, 
And breathes an awful horror thro' the plains ; 
No noise is heard, save the low murm'ring breeze, 
Whilst Zephyr faintly sighs among the trees : 
The charmers of the grove, with sleep opprest, 
Their little loves forgot, are all removed to rest ; 
And now the prudent nightingale essays. 
In thrilling notes to chaunt her maker's praise ; 
All unmolested by the feather'd throng. 
She sits and sings alone, whilst heav'n approves the song ; 
jEIer soft-breath'd music and enchanting strains 
Call out the list'ning stars, and fill the lonely plains. 



DUET 
In Solomon. 

Glogstbeb let us range the fields, 

Impearl'd with the morning dew ; 
Or view the fruits the vineyard yields, 

Or the apple's clust'ring bough. 
There in the close embower'd shades, 

Imperious to the moon-tide ray ; 
By twink'ling rills on rosy beds. 

We'll love the sultry hours away. 



Dr. BoTCE. 
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GLEE for Three Voices, 

M. P. KiHG. 

The .weYid siatas, hand in hand, 

■ 

Posters of the sea and land, ^ 

Thus do go about, about, 

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 

And thrice again to make iq> nine. 

Peace ! — ^the chann't wound up* 

Shakspeart. 



GLEE for Five Voices. 

S. Webbe^ Jon. 

Too late I staid, forgive the crime, 

Unheeded flew the hours ; 
How noiseless falls the foot of time 

That only treads on flowers ! 

What eye, with clear account, remarks 

The ebbing of hb glass ? 
When all its sands are diamond sparks, 

That dazzle as they pajBs ! 

Ah! who to Bober measurement. 

Times happy-swiftness brings ; 
When birds of Paradise haye lent 

Their plumage for his wings ! 

W. Hob. Spencer, Esq. 
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DUET 

In Bonduca. 

H. PuaCTELL. 

n?o aims ! your ensigns straight display^ 

'Ncfw set the battle in array ; 

The oracle for war declares, 

Success depends upon our hearts and spears. 

Britoos ! strike home, revenge your country's wrongs ! 

Fight, and record yourselves in Druid's songs. 

Beaumont and Fletcher. "^16417. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

Q. Jenneb, a. M. 

jChou'rt gone away from me, 
Nor friends nor I could make thee stay ; 

Thou'st cheated them and me. 
Until this day I ne'er could think, 

That aught could alter thee ; 
Thou'rt still the mistress of my hearty 

Think what thou wilt of me. 
Whate'er he said, or might pretend, 

That stole that heart of thine ; 
I'm sure true love was not his end, 

Not such a love as mine. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

Dr. Nares. — Prize, 1770. 
I9l o all lovers of harmony take off your glasses, 
N'or 'midst all your jollity quarrel like asses ; 
Ciet our mirth swell aloud in its natural key, 
And no flat divisions rob us of our glee; 
XiCt no thoughts of discord find 'place in our breasts, 
ifJor ontFof-time crotchets break in on our rests. 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

W. H0RSLBY| M.B. 

JLhe cup of the tulip with wine is replete, 

Come, my boy, let thy oflSce b^iu ; 
How many more scruples and doubts must we meet, 

To be longer severe were a sin. 

Break instantly forth from this pride and this scorn, 
jFor what more would old Time wish to know ; 

It saw, mighty Csesar ! thy proud tresses shorn. 
And thy diadem, Cyrus, laid low. 

• 

The gale of the morn bids the mom of our youth^ 
Yet once more richly glow on the mind ; 

Boy, bring us that balm, which our senses will sooth, 
That balm which to sorrow is kind. 

Translated from the Persic of Hafez. 
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The MrsTic Bower. 
GLEE /or Three Voices. 

^ITis on earth the greatest blessing, 
When the mirth inspiring bowl, 

Jom^d to music, y>y% increasing, 
Cheers the heart, and tunes the soul. 

When with wine our veins are swelling, 
Friendship's fires the brighter burn ; 

Loye refreshing, care expelling, 
Ey'ry joy succeeds in turn. 



Dr. BoTGB. 



What ? tho' they say secrets, by wine, are reyeaPd, 
Let spleen and ill-nature declare what they can ; 

We bid theni defiance, be nothing concealM, 
And he who drinks most is the hmiestest man. 



The Deserted Pelicait.* 

MADRIGAL for Free Voices. 

Mathbw Cooke. 
IThe Pelican, whose fond parental breast. 
Had bled to feed the infant brood she prest. 
Feeble through age, thus loudly spoke her grief: 
Farewell yile race ! O death, come bring relief ! 
Those from my yitals fed, my woes ne'er find. 
More false than true, now live more harsh than kind. 

• In imiution of the SilTer Swan, by Or. Gibbons. 
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GLEE /or Fivd Voices. 

T. Attwood. 
To all that breathe the air of heav*o, 
Some boon of strength has Nature giv'n ; 
When the majestic bull was bcnn^ 
She fenced his brow with wreathed horn, 
She arm'd the coursers foot of air, 
And wing'd, with speed, the panting hare. 
She gave the lion fangs of terror, 
And in the ocean's crystal mirror, 
Taught th' unnumberM scaly throngs 
To trace the liquid paths along : 
While, for the umbrage of the grove, 
She plum'd the warbling world of love. 
To man she gave the iSame refin'd. 
The spark of heav'n, a thinking mind ; 
And had she no surpassing treasure, . 
For thee, O woman ! child of pleasure ? 
She gave thee beauty, shaft of eyes, 
That ev'ry shaft of war outflies : 
She gave thee beauty, blush of fire. 
That bids the flames of war retire. 
Woman, be fiur ! we must adore thee. 
Smile, and a world is weak before thee. 

Moore^s Anacrean. 
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GLEE for Four Foices. 

Rt. Cooke. 
X HE rose is fairest when 'tis bndding new, 

And hope b brightest when it dawns from fears ; 
The rose is sweetest wash'd with morning dew, 
And loye is loveliest when embalm'd in tears. 
O wilding rose ! whom fancy thus endears, 

I bid thy blossoms in my bonnet waye, 
Emblem of hope and loye through fatore years; 

fValier Scott ^ Esq. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Paxtok. 

XJi^H the poplar bough in mournful strains, 
For her lost young sad Philomel complains ; 
Of which the hind, with unrdenting breast, 
As y^ unfledg'd defrauds the tuneful nest : 
Near which she sits upon the lightened spray, 
Mournfully sad, and pours her soul away ; 
Renewing still her lamentable song. 
While thro' the woods and yales the murmurs die along; 

Translated from Virgil. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. Cooke. 
Up ihe hill, or cross the laivD, 

Thro' the grove, or woodland shade ; 
In the eye, or at the dawn, 
Stiephon's love is still displayed.. 

Springing flower or warbling bird, 

Still are emblems of her eboice ; 
Her breath is io the first prefiur'd. 

To the last her charming voice. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

T. Attwood. 
V IR^E, my Emma, is a gem, 
The mind's pellucid diadem : ^ 
To fellow mortals kmdly giV^ 
A foretaste and a type of beav'n. 
Pure and white as monHlaiii'ii snofw. 
That harries to the vale below ; 
Yei genial as the glorious sun, 
Wkich makes it unpoUuted roih 
Yet as the mind disfigured grows. 
Her careless course discolour'd flows. 
So in the mind dark clouds arise. 
And God's emanant gifts disguise ; 
But virtue that hath taken root. 
Tears from the mind each wayward shoot ; 
And, like a streamy thro' flow'ry meads. 
Gives beauty to the bounds she feeds. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

C. S. Evans. 
V ULCAN contrive me such a cup, 

As Nestor us'd of old ; 
Try all yoar skill to trim it up, 
And deck it round with gold. 

Make it so large, that fiU'd with sack. 

Up to the sparkling brim ; 
Vast toasts on the delicious lake, 

Like ships, at sea, may swim. 

Carve me thereon a spreading vine. 

Then add two lovely boys ; 
Their, limbs in amorous folds entwine. 

The type of future joys. 

Cupid and Bacchus my gods are. 
May drink and love still reign ; 
With wine I'll wash away my care, 
And then to love again. 

From Anacreon, by tke Earl of 
Rochester J taken from JRUsan. 
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CANZONETTA. Aria Com. 

. . Naumak. 

TiNo vecchio e donne giavanoi 
A?er debbe un osteria, 
Dofe son r'e rallegria 
E b boooa societa, 

Oochi faibi e ▼{ ta sneHa 

Ha oolei chi faccio on brindesi 

£ lonigla appunto a quella 

Che ghignaodo li si tia« 1>« Capo, 

Incorono anch, io di Tin* 

n Ucchieio e dioo erriya 

A qud labbro poqmiiw 

Che ti ben canlando ?a. DuCapOm 



Qoando TCggo qael bel ^igUo 

80110 Tinfco e rendo rarmi, 

£ noft pOMO tieordand, 

Chi di OK wn ha pieia. Dm Opo. 



I 



GLEE far Fhe 

S. Wkbbe. 

VTmiRn mAme formed thai an^ laof , 

She larisli^d all her Hoie; 
te this, she ciy'd, mj maa^kw^'tittot^ 
I J jBOftaky aad adose ! 

Z 



» 1. < 
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GLEE /dr Throi rakei. ■ ' 

Baildon. — Medal, 1766. 

^T HEN gay Bacchus fills my breaif^ * 

AH my cares are luU'd to rest i 

Rich I seem as Lydia^s ^^^gf 

Merry catch, or ballad siag t 

Iry wreaths my temples shade, ; 

Ivy, that will never fade ; . • • /' 

Thus I sit in mind elate, 

Laughing at the fiurce of stale ; 

Some delight in fighting fields, • y . ■. t ■ , ■ r> 

Nobler transports Bacchus yields ; - ■.'■- r 

Fill the bowl, I ever said, r . . . : . <r 

*Tis better to lie drunk thaa dead/ 



\r 



GLEE for Three Voici$. 

. J. Dakbt.^ JMtf, 178L 
W^HEN Sappho tun'd the iapiur!d atndii, r... .i 
The listening wretch forgoi^bispaiif ; - 
With art divine, the lyre she strung*, \. ' r . • ^ • 

Like thee she play'd, like thee she^ng. - 
For when she struck the quiT%io|f.wirei''' . 'i 

The eager breast was all on fire ; 
But when she tun'd the vocal lay, 
The captive soul was charm'd away. 

SmoUdt. ^ 



Z9 
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MADRIGAL for Bpe Vahet. 

T. Weelkbs.— 1608. 
rr BLCOMB, sweet pleasiirep 
My wealth and treasure ; 
To haste oar playing, 
There's no delaying, No, ud, no. 
This mirth delights me, 
When sorrow fnghts me, 
Then sing we all, Fa, la, la. 



Sorrow content thee, 
Mirth must prevent thre | • 
Though mach thoo grievest, 
Thou none relieves!, Nb, bo, 
Joy! come delight me, 
Though sorrow spite me, 
Then sing we all, Fa, b, iiu 



I 

t 
j I 



Grief is disdainfjil, 
SoOlsh and pftinfttl ; 
Then wait on pkamito, . 
And lose no leisure, -No^sio,. 
Heart's ease it lendelh| 
And comfort seodetb. 
Then sing we al|^' Fa, la, la. 



' I 
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BfADRIGAL for FhteVki^s. 

G. CONTBBSO.— 1580. 

Whb. «H alo« taj pieHy love w. pliijii.g, 
And I saw at a gase, bright PImbIhis ilayifif ^ 
Alas ! I fear'd theie woold be iome beimyhig* 



GLEE for Four 



Wawton gaWtbat fondly play 
Round, about my love*sick bead; 

Quickly waft my sighs awajPf ' 
To the nymph for whom I bleed. 

Softly whisper in her ea<^ 

Ail the pains for her 1 feel j* 
All the torments that I bear, 

^ 

TeU h^r she alone caa h^aL- 

» 
« 

Then with unsuspected caie^ 

Gently fiin her lovely brnpat; ' - '' 
Happy you may revel Iheic, 

Where each god wmld wMi toffudi 

If one spark of fond dtaire 

Harboured there, by ehanoe yoo fiad ) 
Raise it to a lasting fire, .. 

Such as bums within my iiiiiiir 



S. WSBB9. 
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GLEE /or Foiir Vokltii 

J. S. Sunn.—Medaly 176^1 
While fook their time in sftornij strife empbj, 
Be our's engaged in union, 'peace^ and joy ; '** 

Thus the blest gods, the genial day prolong '. * ' . ■ 
In. feasts ambrosial, and celestial song ; 
Apollo tunes the lyre, the luiiiria round, 
With voice alternate, aid the silver sound. 
Wisely vre imi(ate'th<^ powers "ditine, ' 
Peate al our fteart, and pleasure our design. 

P&pe'i Jiwief^s IKa^. 

.; ; . . . \ ::■ ■ :■:■■■ 

. .••It." •? . • • • ; . . 

GLEE for Three Voices^ 

B(AYKJll0aQtFT.<-^16l4. 

vv B be three poor marineifB, * 

Newly come from the seas, ' 
We spend our lives in jeopardy^ 

While others live at ease : 
Shall we go dance the round^. - ' * . 

And he that is a bully boy, : i ' r 

Come pledge me on this gtoand. 
We care not for those mMial. men. 

That do our states disdain, 
But we care for those merchantmen,' \ , 

Which do our stutesmaintaiii*; 
To them we dance this round. 

And he that is a bully boy, . 

Come pledge me on this ground. 



us 
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GLEE far Five Voices. 

S. Webbs. 
"Whev winds breatKe soft along the silent deep^ 
The waters curl, the peaceful billows sleep s 
A stronger gale the troubled wave awakes ; 
The surface roughens, and the ocean shakes. 
More dreadful still, when furious storms arise, 
The mounting bilbws bellow to the skies ; 
On liquid rocks the tott'ring ressefs tossed, 
UnnmnberM surges lash the foaming coast : 
The raging waves, excited by the blast. 
Whiten with wrath, and split the sturdy mast. 
When, in an instant, he who rules the floods, 
Earth, air, and fire, Jehovah ! God of gods I 
In pleasing accents speaks his sovereign will. 
And bids the waters, and the winds, be still I 
Hush'd are the winds, the waters cease to roar ; 
Safe are the seas, and silent as the shore. 
Now say, what joy elates the sailor's breast, 
With prosperous gales so unexpected blest I 
What ease, what transport, in each face is seen I 
The heav'ns look bright, the air and sea serene : 
For ev'ry plaint we hear a joyful strain 
To Him^ whose pow'r unbounded rules the main. 






ODE far Three Voices. 

Or. Abre. 

Song bj Mr. liovK^ 

TViiF.N Britain on her »H-(?iTt sliore, 

Her ancient Druijs erst addrt^bl ; 
< Whal ail), (she cry'd) shall I implofe ? 

< What best defence, by riunabers prest ? 
' Tho' hostile nations round lh« rise, 
<Tlie mystic Oracles rcply'd) 

• And view thine iaie with envious eyes, 

( Their threats defy, their raf:e deride; 

* Nor fear invasion froia those adverse Gauls> 
' Britain's best bulwarka are — her wooden walls. 



* Thine oaks descendini; to the main, 

' With floating (oris shall stem tho tides, 
' Asserting Brilaiii'it liquid reign, 

' Where cVt W\y thund'cing navy rides I 
' Nor less lo' peaceful arts inciin'd, 

* Where commerce opens all her stoiea, 
'In social bands shall league mankind, 

' And j<wn the sea-divided shores ; 
' Spread then thy sails where naval glory oalb, 

* Britain's beet bttiwarkl are — ber wooden waUi,' 



Hail ! happy isle ! what tho' thy vales 
No vine-empurpled tribute yield, 

Nor fann'd with odour- breathing gales. 
Nor crops spontaneous glad the field ; 




MB 

Yd Liberty rewaidt the toit . 

Of induBtry , to labour prone, 
Who jocand ploughs ike gratefnt ioiI| 

And reaps the harvest she has smw ; . 
While other realms tyrannic smj cathiaby. 
Britain^s best bulwarks aiie«-4ieff woodm mdls» 

Mr. J5f . Green. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Harmonised by Wm . Jacksoit. 
Air by Dr. Abub, in- the Tanpeit. 
iYhere the bee sucks, there kirk I^ 
In a cowslip's bell 1 lie ; 
There 1 couch when ow^ do ciy^ 
On a batt's back do I fly, 
After sun-set merrily ; 
Merrily, merrily, shall I liye nowi 
Under the blossan tbai htmg^ w Ufe boigir. 

An we fairies that do mni 

By the triple Hecata^v beai% 

From the presence pf the sun, 

Follow darkness as a dream. 

Over hill, over dale, 

Thoro' bush, thoro* briar. 

Oyer park, over pale, 

Thoro' flood, tboro' fire. 

Merrily, merrily, shall we live now, 

Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Shakspearem 



346 



.GLEE for Three Vokei. 

"W^HAT Anacieon loT*d we diinlty 
Press it cloaeljr to the lip ; 

t, can ye sleep or think. 
While such necUur here we sip ? 



BAiLiNnrv 



Oar gajr honest Horace would take off his flask. 
While Ovid in lore play'd the twA : 

Come, broach the Falemian or massie old cask^ 
And follow gay Hoiace's mle. 



Let the whining lover sigh, 
All his tears, are shed in vain ; 

But a bumper can supply, 
Ev'ry tear that love can drain. 

Love was ne*er a treasure, 
Drinking is a pleasure. 

Then fill your gen*roas' gobkts* high f 
Let your glasses gingle. 
Thus our joys we mingle, 

Drink, sons of Bacchus, till ye die. 
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GLEE /or Four Vaitei^ 

S. Webb£. 
W^HCRE, hapless Ilkm ! are thy heaT'n4>tiilt walb, ' 
Thy high embatlled towers, thy spacious halb ? 
Where are thy temples, fiU*d with fbrnis divine ? 
Where is thy Pallas ? Wheie her awful shrine ? 
The mighty Hector where ? Thy favVite boast ; 
And all (hy valiant sons, a splendid IkmI^ 
Thy arts, thy arms , thy riches, and thy state. 
Thy pride, thy pomp, thy all that made thee great i 
These prostrate now in dost and ruin lie. 
But thy transcendant fame can never die ; 
Fate boasts no pow^i; to sink thy glories past. 
They fill the world, and with the world shall last. 

C. B^ler. 



GLEE /or Four Kokes. 

Dr. ABHE.—Pns^, 1765. 
Which is the properest day to drink, 

Saturday, Sunday, Bfonday ? 
Each is the properest day I think, 

Why should 1 name bat one day ? 
Tdl me but your's, I'll mention my day. 

Let us but fix on some day. 
Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, 

Saturday, Suday, Monday. 

Vr. Ame, 
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C^iTCH for f««r Voittt. 

S. -Wessb. 
'W^oui.9 yim know iny Oelia's clumaiiy 
Which now excke my fierce aUunw \ 
Fm sare sbe'fl forlildde and truth. 
To gain the heait of ey'r j jooth. 
She *as only thirty h>Tert now. 
The rest are gone I oan't tdl bow ; 
No longer Cdia ought to strtTt , 
JFor GBrtaioly riiera lif)gr*fi?e. 



^ GLEE for Four Voices. 
^^ S, Webbe. 

?T HAT will not genVous wine produce ? 
The secret soul it brings to light. 
The frugut miser nrnkes profuse. 
And trembling cowards boldly fight ; 
"With gamesome sport and joewid soog,r 
Inspires the laughter-loving throng ; * 
It makes the fair with grace adiFaaot^ 
And sprightly weave (he niasy dance ; 
Instructs us what with Time to do^ 
Bids Care begone, ^d Gf ief adieu t 
Then grateful honours let os pay, 
To him who rais'd the vine,- 
To Bacchus gonad the choral lay, --^ 

BUthe God of Mirth and Wine. 
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Ae Epigram. 
DUET. 



TftATVM. 



TFhbn , Bibo tboDght fil 

From <he world to retreiit^ 
As fiill of champaign 

As ao ^gg'B full of meat ; 
He wak'd in the boat, 

And to Charon he said. 
He would be rowM back. 

For he was not yet dead. 
Trim the boat and sit quiet, 
' Suam Cbaiofi ffiplM,. 
You may iuiTe ft>f|^ot, ■ - <' ' 

You weia drunk wfaeo yoii difd. 

JH^. Prior. 



GLEE far fi^ee Voices. 

. Di. Callcott. 
**li¥^pooomes 90 dlirk from ocean^s roar, like autumn's 
shadowy cloud ? Death is kemUiajg in his band! Hiseytt 
are flames of fire ! <*Son of the cloudy nijght !" Ketire, cad 
thy winds, and fly ; retire diQa to Ihy ca?e« But lei us 
sit by the mossy fount ; let us \kfmt the mournful voios 
of the breexei when it sighs 4M| the giiss of the care."' ' 
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MADRIGAL for Four Voices. 

T. M 0B1.ET. 

Tt tTHlv an aibour of sweet-briar and roees, 
I heard two lovers talking wantoft cbtei ;' 
<< Sajr, lovelj maid^'' quoth he^ ^^ io 'Whom is th j liking 
fy'd?" 

< To whom but thee, my dearest life/ ttie goneUeDjai^ 

reply'd! : ^^ f 

<< I die, I die, I die/' 

Quoth he; 
rAnd I, and I, and I,' S 

Said she ; ..... 

<< Ah ! give me, give me then,'' qoodilie, ^ 
And with his hands the rest he would hare^apokett : 

< Fie ! away then,' ciy'd the nymph ;? *• alas !- V 

< Toowdl^ou know it ;' 
<< Ah !" quoth he, ^' sweetly come kiss me, then ; 
*< Kiss me, and— show iL-". 



■ I* 

^ 
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GLEE /or flw Kotces. 



«■ » < 



Whek lurking love in ambush lies, 
Under friendship's fiiir ilisgntse ; 
When he wears an angry mien, 
Iniitating spite' or spleenl 
When like sorrow he seduciSB, 
Whisalike pleasure lie amuses, 
Still howe'er the parts are cast, 
Tis but lurking love at last. 



>nyi 
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GL£E for Three Foieet. 

. r; Wm. Kntybtt. — Prize ai the Harmonic. 

fV HEN the &ir rose amidsi her flow'ry train, . 

With yirgin blushes greets the dewy mora ; 
Saj, will th' enamour'd nightingale remain, 

A lonely wftf bier on the desert thorn ? 
Whei^ thiet «ibMrk Geniia ofthe ni^y 

Behold the moon slow rising o*er the wave; 
Those wayward qpirits curse the beauteous lightS| 

And hide with envy in her gloomy cave. 
Yet shall the tmyeller with enn^)taied ^e, ^ 
As late he treads his solitary way, 
(yeriook each radiant gem that decks the sky^ 
Alone lejoicMig jn ker brighter ray. 

Fax's ^otmM* 



GLEE for Four Voices. 
^^^ R. J. S. Stbtbns. 

With conscious pride I Tiew the band. 
Of iaitkful friends that round me stand^ 
With pride exult that I alone 
Can join these scattered gems in one ; 
RejoicM to be the silken line 
On which these-pearls united shine. 
Tis mine their inmost soul to see 
Unlock'd b ey'ry heart to me ; 
To me they cling, on me they rest^ 
I hold a place in ey'iy breast. 
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GLEE for Fhe Voices, 

W. HwuuT, M.B. 

WAnMir,«ylofei.wmke, 
The rosy mom loof since left TitlHNi*s bed^ 

Already to Jmst tilTer ooaoh to dimb, 
And Phoebus *gins to shew bis glorioM head. 
Harkl howthecheesfidbifdsdochatiBtlfaelrlvyfK^ 
And canrol of lofe's praise. 

The neny kA ber fliittCins sii^ aloft. 
The thrash rej^ies, tiie tnaTis discant playif ^ 

The ooael sbiais, t%e mddoek wAiMes soft; 
So goodly all agree, with sweet oonaenf, 
To this day's meniineiit* 

Ah 1 mydearlove! wbydoyoit^leepthiislMjgSy 
When meeler 'twere that you should now awake^ 
And listen to the birds* loye learned songs, 
These dewy leaves among ? ' 
For they of joy pleaaance to you sing, 
That all the woods thetn answer, and tB^ echo ring; 

Spenccf^i EpUhaUamMM. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

Mr. T. Smart. 
vfym my jog ia oii€ hand, and mj pipe in the other, 

I drink to my neighbour anil friend ; 
All my cares in a whiff of tobacco I Bowylher, 

For life I k«ow shortly must end. 
While Ceres most kindly refills my brown jug. 
With good ale I will make myself mellow ; 
In my old wicker chair I wiU seat myself snug. 
Like a jolly and true happy fidlow. 

I'll ne'er trouble my head with the cares of tlie nation, 

IVe enough of my own for tp mind ; 
The cares of this life are but grief and T^ation, 

To death we must all be coniiign'd : 
Then Til laugh^drij^c, and si9g^ai[|4 kayepothi^g topfjr. 

But drop like a pear that is mellow ; 
And when cold in my poffiq, TU leave them.to »yf ; 



He's gone what a hearty good fellow/i 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Earl of MORNINGTON. 

vV^HBN for the world's repose my fairest sleeps. 
See Cupid hovers round her couch and weeps ; 
Well may'st thou weep, proud boy, thy power dies, 
Thoui hast no dart when Chloe has no eyes. 



Aa 
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To MY LUTB. 

GLEE for Five Voices. 

R. CaoKE,-^ PritCy 1812. 
What shade and what stillness around , 

Let us seek the lov'd cot of the fair > 
There soften her sleep with thy sound, 
And vanish each phantom of care. • 

The virgin maj wake to ihy strain, 

And be soothed) n&J) Ue pleas'd witli tbj sopg ; 
Alas ! she may pity the swain, 

And fiuicy his sorrows too long, . 

C!ould thy voice give a smQe to her cheek. 
What a joy, what a rapture were mine ! 

Then for ever thy fame would I speak, 
O my lute what a triumph were thine. 

Ah ! whisper kind love in her ear, 

And sweetly my wishes impart ; 
Say, the swain who adores her is near, 

Say, thy sounds are the sighs of his heart. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. W£BBE, Jun. 
IT HEN pearly dew, at earl/ dawn, 
Kangs pendant from the blooming thorn, 
7he lark to usher in the morn 

Awakes the feathered throng : 



upwards on her tender wings, 
-As from the sod she eager sj^rings, 
^1 softest numbers swectlj sings 

Her grateful morning song. 




GLEE /or Three Voices. 

Dr. Callcott. 
HiLE the moon-beams, all bright, 
ire a lustre to night, 
I'll weep on bis dwelling so narrow, 
^^nd high o'er his grave, 
-^bc willow-trees wave, 

Who died on the banks ofthe Yarrow. 

Twas under this shade, 
Hand in hand as we strayed. 

He fell by the flight of an arrow ; 
And fast from the wound. 
His blood stain'd .the ground, 
Who died on the banks of the Yanow. 

Ronnie. 
AaS 
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GLEE Jot Hiree Voices. 

L. Mabemzuk 

W^ii-L you hear how once repining. 

Great Eliza captive laj, 
Each ambitious thought resigning, 

Foe to richeS) pomp, and sway ? 

« While the nymphs and swains delighted, 
Tript around in all their pride ; 
Envying joys, by others slighted. 
Thus the royal maiden cry'd : 

<< Hark ! to yonder milk-maid, singing 

<< Cheerly o'er the brimmitig pail ; 
<< Cowslips all around her springing, 

<' Sweetly paint the golden vale. 

" Never yet did courtly "maiden, 

<< Move so sprightly, look so fair ; 
<< Never breast with jewels hden, 

<<Pour a song so void of care. 

* 

<< Would indulgent heav'n had grated 

<< Me some rural damsel's part ; 
<< AU the empire I had wanted, 

<< Then had been my shepherd's heart. 

<< Then, with him, o'^r hills and mountains, 

<^ Free from fetters might I rove, 
<< Fearless taste thy chrystal fimntains, 
<< Peaceful sleep beneath the grove," * 

Alluding to a Story recorded of Princess 
Elizabeth^ when she was Prisoner 
at Woodstock^ 1554. Wm. Shenstone. 
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ODE for Five Voices. 

J. S. Smith.— Pme, 1780. 
When to the muses' haunted hill. 
Their laurel groves, and that pure rill 
"Which poets drink of old, drew nigh 
The goddess of the azure eye, 
To welcome her, th' immortal choir, 
Uprais'd the voice, and struck the lyre ; 
The powers of heavenly sound were all displayed, 
To greet with honour due the sire-bom maid. 
. First in responsive fugue was shewn, 
The energy of artful song ; 
Then closing- full, in richer tone, 
Slow modulation march'd along. 
'Twas then in union, three times three. 
They sung their, first celestial glee ; 
Sometimes with luxuriant airs, 
Or singing singly, or in pairs. 
They wantoned in the wilds of sound. 
And lasl, with symphony complete, 
Tho' full and strong, divinely sweet, 
They made their n6te8 from Pindus' rocks rebound, 
shall wisdom only claim the lay ? 
To beauty too, the song is due. 
And ey'ry tribute harmony can pay. 
Inspired by that celestial throng, 
The fisstive strain we'll lead along, 
To weleome beauty to the sea^ of song. 

Mr. Nares. 
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Chorus. 
We hare brouglit (to aid oar vows) 
Horned poppy, cypress boDghs, 
The fig-tree wild, that grows on tombs, 
And juice that from the larch-tree comes ; 
The basilisk's blood, and the viper^s skin : 
And now, oar orgies let's begin. 

Ben Jonwn. 



ARCHER'S GLEE for Four Voice$. 

R. J. S. Stbysvs. 

What shall he have, that merits most. 
Who nnmbeis and best shots can boast ? 
That twang'd the bow with steady eye, 
AJmI let the best aim'd arrows fly ? 
'O, he shall have the bogle honu 

Nor kt him think, that in disgnise 
Some mischief larks beneath the prize ; 
For, long before his sire was bom, 
Vkey often wore a crest of horn. 

Then let him prize the bngle horn. 

By a Lady* 
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GLEE /"■'•*'" ''°'"d;.Cxx.«o«- 
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I must and will have thee, and force makes thee mine; 

Mjr father, my father, oh hold me now fast, 

He pulls me, he hurts me, heUl have me at last. 

The father, he trembled, he doubled his speed, 

0*er hills and through forests he spurr'd his black steed ; 

But when he arrived at his own castle door, 

Life throbb'd in the poor babj's bosom no more. 

Monk Lewis* 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

S. Wbbbe. 
IT HAT may arrive of care to-morrow, 

Ijfi dull and vulgar souls divine ; 
And joyless brood o'er future sorrow. 

While here we drown the past in wine^ 
The bowl supplies eternal streams of pleasure 
To him, who wisely filling, takes his measure. 

Dr.Fcrru. 

».. * 

ROUND for Three Voices. 

Dr. Hayss. 
Wind gentle evergreen to form a shade 
Around the tomb where Sophocles is laid. 
Sweet ivy wind thy boughs and interwine, 
With blushing roses, and the clustering vine ; 
Thus will thy lasting leaves with beauties hung, 
Prove grateful emblems of the lays he sung. 
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GLEE for Three Voice$. 

J. Mazsivohi* 
Whek Older in this land commenc'd, 

With Alfired's sacred laws ; 
Then sea-girt Britons^ closely fcDc'd, 

Joined io one common cause. 
The glorious name an Englidmian, 

Struck terror to the foe ; 
And conqu'ring William fix'd a feme. 

That shall for ages grow ; 
On Albion's cli£ let commerce smile, 

And cheering plenty bring, 
Then sweet coqtent shall bless the isle, 

And George it's gracious king. 

Our Henry's and our Edward's too, 

Framed once a constitution ; 
Which Orange William did renew, 

By glorious revolution ; 
Mild Ann with sceptre gently sway'd, 

Insur'd her people's love. 
And when her kingdom's peace she made. 

Was call'd to realms above ; 
Thence British freedom, rights, and laws. 

From whence her glories spring ; 
The prayer of grateful Britons draws 

On George its gracious 
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Great George and Charlotte's happy itsigiii 

In union binds the land ; 
And scatters blessings o'er the main^ 

With all benignant hand ; 
The regal stock, it's royal fruit. 

Like ivy round it clings, 
From whence it's spreading branches shoot, 

A race of future kings ; 
Thence £nglish, Scotch, and Irishmen, 

Whose hearts and voice shall sing, 
While Brunswick's line adorns the throne, 

God save our gracious King. 



Cherry. 



GLEE for Four ypufes. 

R. CooKB.— Prtxe> 1811. 
wjna a gen'rous youthful soul. 
When I quaff the festive bowl. 
Richly foaming to my mind. 
Hence ye sorrows to the wind ; 
Friends the laughing sweets prepare. 
Drink along forewell to care. 
All the sweets, if sweets there are, 
In a ling'ring life of care ; 
Taste ye wretched if ye will, 
I of joy will take my fill ; 
Bid the sparkling bowl go round, 
And the praise of Bacchus sound. . 

Fr(m Anacreon. 
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MADRIGAL for Four Fokes. 

J. Bbmiiett.— t1590. 

T^BEP silly soul disdaioed, 

Thy hapless fate lamenting, 
Thy love whose passion pained, 

Wrought never thy contenting. 
And since thou art disdained, 
By them thou most affected, 
.Let them be now rejected. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. Alcock. — Prizcj 1774, 
Tt e'll drink and we'll never have done boys. 
Put the glass then around with the sun boys ; 

Let Apollo's example invite us, 
Fmt he's drunk ev'ry night, 
That makes him so bright 
That he's able next morning to lig^t us. 



ROUND /ar Three Foice$, 

Dn Narks. 

Wilt thou lend me thy mare to go a wile ?" 

< No, she is lame, leaping over a stileJ 
<< But if thou wilt her to me spare, 

<< Thou sbalt have money far thy mare." 

< Oh ! bo, say you so, 

< Money will make the mare to^.' 
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MADRIGAL for Faur Voicts. 

J. Bennett. — 1599* 
When as I look'd on my lovely Phillis, 
Whose cheeks are deck'd with roses andjilies ; 
I complain'd that me she neVr regarded. 
And that my love with slighting was rewarded ; 
Then wantonly she smileth, 
And grief from me exileth. 



GLEE /or Four Voices. 

W. Knyvett. 

Tt HEiiE is the nymph whose azure eye 

Can shine through rapture's tear ? 
The sun is sunk, the moon is high^ 

And yet she comes not here. 

Was that her footsteps on the hill^ 

Her voice upon the gale ? 
No, 'twas the wind, and all is still, 
. Oh maid of Marlivale. 

Come to me, love, I've wandered far, 

'Tis past the promis'd hour ; 

^ C6me to me, love, the twilight star 

Shall guide thee to my bower. 

John Little. 
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ROUND for Three tTokea 

H. Purcbl: 
l^ouLD you know how we meet o'er oar joUj foil 

bowls, 
As we mingle our liqaors we mingle. our souk ; 
The sweet melts the sharp, (he kind sooths the tirong^ 
And nothing but friendship grows all the night loqg : 
We drink, laugh, and gratify evVy desire. 
Love only remains our unquenchable fire. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

Dr. CaliiCOtt. 
^PFiTH sighs, sweet rose, I mark thy faded form^ 

So late bedeck'd with many a floweret g^y ; 
Thy tender frame has shrunk beneath the storm, 

And all thy charms are verging to decay. 
Yet whilst I mourn, lov'd plant, thy early doom. 

Poor hapless victim of the pitybg shower, 
Kefleciion whispers, tbcm again shall bloomy 

And joyful feel the sun's reviving power ; * 
Returning spring tby beauties shall renew, 

Again the breeze shall waft jlhy sweets along ; 
Thy fragrant flowers, enchanting to the view, - 

Shall live for ever in the poet's song ; 
"Whilst I, with unavailing tears, deplore, 
Dear happy hours that can return no more. 

Sent to Dr. Cattcott ky Miss Madden^ 

« of Fulham. 
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GLEE /or Three Voices; 

, W. Knyvett. — Prixe* 

WuEBE my geotle love strays^ 

Friendly moon, dart thy rays, 
And lead to this arbour my Nancy ; 

Hark ! surely I hear, 

Her accents so dear, 
Ah ! no, they were murmer'd by fancy. 

Darker blue b her eye 

Than yon star-spangled sky, 
Like a roe she bounds over the lea ; 

Her heart is the best. 

Ever throb'd in a breast, 
And throbs with affection for me. 



On the Union ov Great Britain ani> Ireland. 

GLEE for Four Voices* 

Rt. Cooke. 
^T HEN to England's proud boast (her rough sons of 
the main) 
The shamrock and thistle shall cleave, 
Untainted by fection, the rose shall remain. 

From the Union fresh lustre receive ; 
And long may this wreath round our sovereign entwin'd, 
A charm, like his virtues, bestow ; ^ 

In the temple of liberty rear'd and enshrin'd, . 
Lonig floorisb, the dreftd of the foe. 

W. Linkjf^Esq. 
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MADRIGAL for Six Voices. 

T. Weelkes.— 1600. 
"Whek Tboralis delights to iimlk, 

The fairies do attend her ; 
Thej sweetly sing, and sweetly talk. 

And sweetly do commend her. 
The satyrs leap and dance around, 

And make their conges to the ground ; 
And evermore their song is this, 

Long may'st thou live fair Thoralis. 



GLEE /or Three Foices. 

Bf . P. KlHG. 

i^HBK shall we three meet again ? 

In thunder, lighfning, or in rain ? 

Yf hen the h urly burly's done^ 

When the battle's lost and won, 

That will be ere set of sun. 

Shakspeare. 



MADRIGAL for Three Voice$^ 

IfViLERB art thou wanton ? and I so long haire sought 

the^; 
See where thy true lore his heart to keqp hatk brought 

thee. 
Why then, alas ! ah ! whithei^dost thou hide thee,* 
Still I follow thee, 
But thou fliest me ! 
Say, unkind, and do not thus deride me. 
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GLEE /or Three Voices. 

Mr. Wright. 
Tt iTH a jollj full bottle let each man be arm'd, 
We must be good subjects when our heart are thus 

warm'd ; 
Here^s a health to old England, the king, and the chnrch, 
Bfay all plotting contrivers be left in the lurch ; 
May England's great monarch bravely fight his just 

cause, 
Establish long peace, our religion and laws. 



MADRIGAL for Four Voices. 

GlAKBTTO PALESTaiNl aliaS PaiBNESTINI.*— -1590. 

IT HEK flow'ry meadows deckt the year, 

And sporting lambkins ptdy ; 
When spangled fields renew'd appear, 

And music wakes the day ; 
Then did my Chloe leave her bower. 

To hear my amorous lay ; 
Warm'd by my love, she vow'd no power, 

Should lead her heart astray. 

The Words adapted by Robert Cookcy 
Organist of Westminster Abbey. 



Bb 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

R. Bishop. 

^t^HEN wearied wretches sink io deep, 

How soft their slumbers lie I 
How sweet is death to those who weep, 

Who weep and Icmg to diel 

Saw jou the soft and grassy bed, 

Where flowrets deck the green earth's breast ? 
^Tis there I wish ta laj my head, 

'Tis thane I wish to sleep at rest. Da Capo. 

Lo ! now, methinks in tones sublime, 

As viewless o*er our heads they bend. 
They whisper, ^ Thus we steal your time, 

«< Weak mcNTtalil till your days shall eikL** 

Then wake the dance, and wake the aongy 

Resound the festive mirth, and glee ; 
Alas ! the days have pass'd ahmg. 

The days we never more shall see* 

JokHlMtU. 



GLEE f6r Fhnr Voices. 

R. Sfovvorth. — PritCj 1793. 
Tv HERB 9x4 those hours on rosy pinions borne. 
Which brought to ev'ry guiltless wish success ; 
When pleasure gladden'd each returning mom, 
And es^ij ev'ning clos'd in calms of peace ? 

Miss Carter^ 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

Harmonized by W. Knyvett. 



When first joa courted rae I own 

I fondly favoured you ; 
Apparent worth and high renown, 

Made me believe you true 

Donald, 

Such virtue then, seemed to adorn 

The man esteemed by me ; 
But now the mask's thrown off, I scorn 

To waste one thought on thee 

Dondd. 

O then for^ever haste away, 

Away from love and thee ; 
Go seek a heart that's like your own, 

And coifie no more to me 

Donald. 

For ni reserve mjrself alone. 
For one that's more like nie ; 

If such a one I cannot find, 
rU fly from lolre and thee 

Donald. 



BbS 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

S. Weslef. 
^Pr HAT shaft of fate's relentless pow'r. 

More keenly strikes the heart, 
Than that which marks :the destin'd liour^ 
When friends must weep and part ! 

The mournful tribute of a tear. 

That then bedews the cheeky 
Shall more than eloquence appear, 

And, without language, speak I 

But for the change of fortiine's fiowii, 

What happier stere remain ! 
When time shall break the barrier down. 

And bid them meet again 1 

The sun, which bright affection lean. 

That sets on hearts forlorn, 

To gems shall change their dew-dnq;> tean, 

And spangle out the mom. 

M. MadoMf Esq^ 



GLEE for Three Voices. 

Dr. CooKc. 
WrffeRE'ER thy naTy spreads her canvas wings. 
Homage to thee, and peace to all she brings ; > 
The French and Spaniards when thy flags appear, 
Foiget their hatred, and consent to fear : 
So Jove, on Ida, did both hosts survey, 
And, when he pleas'd to thunder, part the fray. 

Watter. 
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GLEU for Five Voicet. 

M. Rock. 
MADRIGAL /or Six Voices. 

C. S. Evans. 
tVkence comes my love ?— -O heart 1 disclose : 
"I'was from cheeks that shame Ihe rose, 
From iips that spoil the ruby's praise, 
From eyes that mock the diamond's blaze. 
Whence comes my woe, as freely own : — ■ 
Ah me ! 'twas from a heart like stone. 

The blushing clieek speaks modest miinl ; 
The lips, befilling words most kind ; 
The eye doth tempt to love's desire, 
And serms to say — 'lis Cupid's fire ! 
Yet all so fair, but speak my moan, 
Si(h nought doth say the heart of stone. 

Why thus, my love, so kind b-speak. 
Sweet Up, sweet eye, sweet blushing cheek ; 
Yet not a heart to save my pain f — 
O Venus ! lake thy gifts again .- 
Make not so fair, to cause our moan, 
Ot make a heart that's like our own. 

John /i anitigton, £sq* died 15^, 

* Dr. Aikin bu Inlroduced thii song in hii ' Vucal I'ueliy,* as the 
produccion of Sir John Harrini^on, and ai a ipcrimen of the elefraiil 
timfliaty wlikh char&cteriBcd ihe poetrj' at the a^ uf Elliabeth or 
Junet t. But the Doctor duet not appear to have obserrEd (hat, fri 
tlie JVuga Jittiqur, edit, I8(M, the ahuve paliilied puem »a(, with 
much probability , referred to the peniHl ot Ednard VI. and that 
the Buthur of it wai uot likelf to be Sir John UMTincion, but hi* 
father. 



L 
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trLEE for Four Foicet^ 

Air by Sir J. Stevehsoit* 
Harmonized by Mr, Gbeatorex. 
When the rose-bud of sammer, its beauties bestowing. 

On If inter's rude blasts all its sweetness tbhll poor ; 
And the sunshine of day in night's darkness be glowing, 
O then, dearest Ellen ! Vil love you no more. 

When of hope the last spark, which thy sMiile lav*d to 
cherish, 
In my bosom shall die, and its splendour be o'er ; 
And the pulse of that heart which ador^ you sball 
perish, 
O then, dearest Ellen ! I'll love'yoa no moie. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

J. 8. 8ifXTa« 

Whbk Daphne smiles, I find 

More light before mine ejres, 
Than when the sun, from Inde 

Brings to our world a flow'ry paradise. 
But when she gently weeps, 

And pours forth pearly showers. 

On cheeks fair blnshing flow'rs, 
A sweet melancholy my senses keeps* 

Both feed to my disease, 

80 much both do me please, 
That oft I doubt, which more my heart doth bturti, 
Loye, to behold her smile ; or pity, mourn. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

Rayenscboft. — 1614. 
We be soldiers three, 

Pardonez moi, je yous en prie ; 
Lately come forth from the low coontry, 
With never a penny of money. 

Here, good fellow, I drink to thee, 

Ptodonez moi, je yons en prie ; 
To all good fellows wherever they be. 

With never a penny of money. 

And he that will not pledge me this, 
' Pkrdonez moi, je yous en prie ; 
ftys for the shot, whatever it is, 
With never a penny of money. 

Charge it again, boy, charge it again, 

Pftidonez moi, je vous en prie ; 
As long as there is any ink in my pen, 
. With never a penny of money. 
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MADRIGAL for Six Voices. 

W. H0R8LBT9 M. B. 
"What sing the sw^et birds in each grore i 
Nought but love, nought but love! 
What sound our echoes day and night ? 
AU delight, all delight, all delight I 
What doth each wind breathe us that AeetB ? 
Endless sweets, endless sweets, endless sweets ! 
Is there a place on earth this isle excels ? 
Or any nymphs more happy live than we ? 
When all our songs, our sounds and breaibfaigs be, 
^< That here all love, delight, and sweetness dwells." 

Brown's J finer TempU^Matfue. 



GL£E for Four Voices. 

S. Webeb. 

What bright joy can this exceedi 
This of roving o^er the mead ; 
Where the hand of Flora pours 
Such a store of sweetest flow'rs ; 
Where the zephyr's balmy gate, 
Wantons in the lovely vale. 
Oh ! how pleasing to recline. 
Underneath the spr^ing vine ; 
In the close concealment laid, 
With a love inspiring maid ; 
Fair and sweet, and young and gay. 
Sporting all the live long day. 
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IiiigH Mklodies. 
GLEE for Five Voicct. 

Harmonized by Wm Knyvett. 
tT HEN in death I sliall calmly recline, 
O bear my lieail to my minlreBS ilfiar ; 
Tell hrr it liv'd upon smiles and nine 

Of the biiglilesl hue, while it lingcr'd here. 

Bid ber not shed one IcRr of sorrow, 
To sully a heart so Imlliant and light ; 

But balmy drops uflhe rt-d grape borrow, 
To bathe the relic from morn to uigbt. 



N 

^ 
¥ 



When the light of my song is o'er, 
Then lake my harp to the antient hall, 

flang it up at that friendly door, 
Where weary travellers love to call. 

Then if some bard, who roams forsaken, 
Revive its soft note in passing along ; 

Oh ! let one thought uf its master awaken 
Your warmest smiles, for the child of song. 

Keep (his cup, which is now oVrflowing, 
To grace your revel when I am at rest ; 

Never, oh ! never, ils balm bestowing 
On lips that beauty hath seldom blest. 



But when some warm devoted lover, 
To her, be ado^e!^, shall balhc ils brim ; 
\ Oh ! (hen, my spirit around shall hover, 

I And hallow each drop (hat foams foi him. 
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GLEE /or Fhe Voices. 

W. HOBSLBT, M. B. 

When the fair moon, lefulgent lamp of Bights 
OVr heaven's clear asut€ spreads her sacred light ; 
When not a breath disturbs the deep serene ; 
And not a cload overcasts the solemn scene ; 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll. 
And stars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole ; 
O'er the dark trees a yellow verdure shed, 
And tip with silimr every mountain's head ; 
Then shine the vales, the rocks in prospeol riaey ' 
A flood of glory bursts from all the skies : 
The conscious swains rejoicing in the sigMy 
Eye the blue vaiA, and Uess the useful light. 

Pope's Homer. 



MADRIGAL for Three Voices. 

T. MOBLBT.— I60S. 

TFhitheb away so fast my dear, 

From your true love approved ? 
What haste, I say ? Tell me my dear. 

Tell me my best beloved. 
Then will we try. 
Who best runs, thou or I. 
Lo then I come ! dispatch thee 
Hence, away ! or else I catch thee; 
O think not thus to 'spape alone without fDC I 
But run, and never doubt me. 
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GLEE fcfT Four Voieti. 

' Rt* Cookb. 
Who has peerless Kifty seen ? 
Fairest nymph that treads the green ; 
Object sweet of fond desire, 
Who can look and not admire ? 
In her soul-delighting eyes. 
Love, the little lurcher, lies. 
There he keeps his hoard of daits. 
Whence he wounds and sports with hearts ; 
Or perched on her coral lips^ 
Thence delicious nectar sips ; 
Or his wanted ambush seeks. 
In the dimples of her cheeks. 
Fly, ye youths ! her beauties shun ! 
Ev'ry gazer is undone ! 
Chief her eyes, as basilisk's, dread ! ^ 

Which but win, to strike us dead. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

F. Jbeland. — Pme, 177S. 
TVhere weeping yews and nodding cypress ware, 
In awful gloom around thy mossy grave ; 
Let nymph and shepherds yearly tribute bring. 
And strew th* earliest vi'iefs of the spring. 
L^t fairy footsteps trace the midnight round, 
And guard from ey'ry ill the hallowM ground ; 
There drooping love, and friendship oft appear, 
And friendship greets thine ashes with a tear. 
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MADRIGAL for Six Voices. 

S. Webbe. 
^^HEN charming Chloe gently walks, 
Or sweetly smiles, or gaily talks ; 
No goddess can with her compare, 
So sweet her looks, so soft her air. 
In whom so many charms are placed. 
Is with a mind so nobly graced, 
With sparkling wit and solid senflCi 
And soft persuasive eloquence. 
In framing her divinely fair, . 
Nature employed her utmost care, 
That we in Chloe's form should find 
A Yenus, with Minerva's mind. 



GLEE for Five Voices. 

Dr. Calloott. 

▼T HEN Daphne dy*d, the sylvans sighed sore, 

And evVy Na'iade on her oozie bed ; 
The fauns and fairies their light dance forbore. 

Whilst Pan the flocks and fields forsaking fled. 
Sad Venus wept, sad wept the graces all, 
And Phcebus, with the muses, mourn*d her fall ; 
No voice was heard along the dreary plain. 
None, but the sighing wind and weeping ratn« 
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GLEE for Thret Vdiees. 

. L. Atteebuet. 

1/Vuo like Bacchuf caa contnml, 
Who restore the drooping loal i 
When o*erwheIni'd with grief a»d ctacj 
Bacchuf lifts us from despair ; 
Why then droops my cheerful friend i 
Drink, ^pd let your sorrows end. 

DrydetCi TramsUUiom from A^iocremi. 



GLEE for Four VOiees. 

3. Dahby.— Prise, 1T8T. 
Tt HEN beauty's soul, attracting charms, 
Shall cease to kindle fond ahirms ; 
When at the festive board disguised. 

Like prudence, eold reserve shall sit. 
And caution's moral laws be prized. 

Far above the realms of wit ; 
When manners thus depraved we see. 
Farewell ! sweet harmony, to thee. 

But while the srwift electric flame 
Of beauty, darts thro' all the frame ; 
While Britain'3 darling, Britain's pride, 

Whose breast with ev'ry grace is 
Shall deign in courteous mood to guide, 

The pleasures of our social board ; 
While thus we frolic, frank and free. 
All hail ! sweet harmony, to thee. 
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GLEE firt^ Five Voices. 

Dr. Stbtenson; 
"W^iTH the sun we rise at morn, 
Haste the flocks into the mead. 
By the fields of yellow corn, 

There our gentle lambs we feed ; 
Ever sportive, ever gay. 

While the merry pipe we pby. 



GLEE for Four Foices. 

W* Shibld. 

What is love ? a sad compound of simples most sweef , 
Cuird in life's spring by fancy, poor mortals to cheat ; 
A passion no eloquence yet could improve. 
So a sigh best expresses the passion of love. 

Sir U. Bate DuOey. 



GLEE for five Voices. 

R. J. S. Stevens. 
TV^HAT a frail life ? in fear and trembling past. 
Formed by a breath, to perish by a blast ! 
To this sad goal does ev*rjr mortal run. 
Dust, his beginning; and his end, a stone. 
But yesterday the world in arms he led. 
Now in an urn his mouldering dust i^id. 

From the Itaiian. 
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GLEE for Four y&teet^ 

HannoniaBed by Wm. Knyybtt. 

Air by T. Liitlbt. 
Tt HEN His night, and the mid-watch is come, 
And chilling mists hang o*er the darkened main ; 
Then sailors think of Iheir far distant bome, 
And of those friends they ne*er may see again. 
But when the fight's begun, 
Each serving at his gun, 
Shou'd any thought of them come o'er your mind : 
Think only, should the day be won. 
How 'twill cheer 
^ Their hearts to hear, 
That their, old companion, he was one. . 

Or, my lad, if you a mistress kind. 
Hare left on shore, some pretty girl and tme ; 
Who many a night doth listen to the wind. 
And sighs, to think how it may fare with you ; 

O ! when the fights begun, 

Your serving at your gun, 
Should any thought of her come o'er your mind : 
Think only, should the day be won, 

How 'twill cheer 

Her heart to hear 
That her own true sailor, he was one. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

Dr. Cal».cott. 
When Time was entwining Ihe garland of years, 

Which to crown my beloved was giv'n, 
Though some of the leaves might be sullied wilh tears ; 

Yet the flow'rs were all gathcr'd in lieav'n. 
And lon^ may this garland be sweet to Ihc eye, ^ 

May ils verdure for ever be new, 
Young Love shall enrich it ttilh many a sigh, 

And Pity shall nurse it witb dew. 



GLEE for Four V^oices. 

_ John ^alc. 
With my jug of brown ale I defy cv'ry care, 

I quaff, and I laugb, and I ever will liing ; 
The strain of an Englishman tree as the air, 
Success to my country, and health to my king. 

May Old England be liappy, as happy can be, 
May her tais and her soldiers be valiant and true ; 

To be loyal, my lads, is tlie way lo be tree, 
A truth, father Time, has transmitted to you. 

Here's a hcallh to our monarch, and long may he reign, 

The blessing of England, its glory and pride ; 
May his troops grace the land, and his fleets rule the 

main, 
And may Charlotte long sit on the ffrooe by bis side. 
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FROST SCENE in King Arthur. 

H. PURCEL. 

Cupid, 
UVuATy ho ! thou Genius of this isle ! 'what, ho ! 
Lj'st thoQ asleep beneath those hills of snow ? 
What, ho ! stretch out thy lazy limbs ; awake ; 
^nd winter from thy furry mantle sfaakow 

C01.D Genius. 
What power art thou, who iirom below 
Hast made me rise, unwillingly and slow, 
From beds of everlasting snow ? 
See^st thou not how stiff, and wond'rous old^ 
Far unfit to bear the bitter cold i 
I can scarcdy move, or draw my breath ; 
Let me, let me freeze again to death. 

Cupid. 
Thou doating focd, fok-bear, forbear. 
What ! dost thou dream of freezing here ? 

At Love's appearing. 

All the sky clearing, 
The stormy winds their fuiy spare. 
Thou doating fool, forbear, forbear, 
What ! dost thou dream of freezing here ? 

Winter subduing, ' 

And spring renewing, 
My beams create a more glorious spring,. 
Thou doating fo^ forbear, forbear, 
What! dost thJrdream of freezing heve ? 
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Cold Gbnius. 
Great Love ! I know thee now ! 
Eldest of the Gods art thou ! 
HeaTen and earth by thee were made ; 

Human nature 

Is thy creature, 
Every where art thou obey*d. 

CirpiD. 
*Tis I that bare warm'd you : 
In spite of cold weather, 
I've brought you together ; 
Tis I that have wana'd you. 

Chokus. 
'Tis Love that has warra'd us : 
In spite of cdd .weather. 
He bi'oaght ns together : 
'Tis Love that has warned ns. 



Drjfden. 



m * 



Cc3 



389 

GLEE /or Four Voices. 

We fiiys and faires live unseen, 
Or sporting on the new-mown green ; 
from off the roses thorny lip, 
Ambrosial dews and sweets we sip ; 
Steal the honey from the bee, 
Dive for coral in the sea ; 
Suck the sweets from ev'ry flowV^ 
Moistened by the evening hour ; 
On the nioon's light beams we sit, 
Through the air on bat's wings flit^ 
Till the cock proclaims the day, 
Hark ! now he crows, come away. 



Dr. Arnold. 



Mr. Arnold. 



GLEE for Free Voices. 

8. Wbbbe.— Af«fa7, 1776. 
"STou gave me your heart t'other day, 

I tboiight it as safe as my own ; 
I'tc not lost it, — but, what can I say ? 
Not your heart from mine can be known I 

Craddock. 
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GLEE /or Four Voices. 



Tt E fiiys and faires live unseen, 
Or sporting on the new-mown green ; 
From off the roses thorny lip, 
Ambrosial dews and sweets we sip ; 
Steal the honey from the bee, 
Dive for coral in the sea ; 
Sack the sweets from ev'ry flow'r, 
Moistened by the evening hour ; 
On the nioon's light beams we sit, 
Through the air on bat's wings flit, 
Till the cock proclaims the day, 
Hark ! now he crows, come away. 



Dr. Arkold. 



Mr. Arnold. 



GLEE for Five Voices. 

S..WEBBE.— Afedfl/, 1776. 
You gave me your heart t'other day, 

I thought it as safe as my own ; 
I've not lost it, — but, what can I say ? 
Not your heart from mine can be known I 

Craddock. 
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The bride kisd'd (be goblet, tho knight took it up ; 
He quaff '<! off" the wine, and he threw down the cup. 
She look'd down to bliisb, and she louk'd up to sigh, 
With a smile on her lips, and a tear in her eye ; 
He took ber soft hand e'er ber mot'ier could bar» 
Now tread we a measure said young Lochinvar ; 

So stately his f^rm, and so lovely her face, 
That never a hall sur.h a gnlltard did grace. 
While ber mother did I'ret, and her father did fume. 
And t)ie brideirroom stood dangling bis bonnet and 

plume . 
And the bride-maidens whisper'd 'twere better by far, 
To have match 'd our fair cousin with youn^ Lochinvar. 

One touch to her hand, and one word i n her ear, 
When they reach 'd the liatl door and the charter stood 



t 



So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung, 
So light in the saddle before her he sprung. 
She is won ; we are gone, over bank, bush, and scour, 
'faey'U have fleet bteeda that follow quoth young 
Lochinvar. 



'fcere was mounting 'mong grooms of the Netherby 
clan, 
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they 



There was racing and chafing on Cannobic Lea, 
Bat the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did they sea. 
So daring in love, and dauntless in war, 
Hare ye e'er heard of gallant like young Lochinvai. 



^BJlare ye e er ucard o; 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

T. Attwood. 
1l B visions wild, Hope's fairy train ! 

That o'er m j bosom rove ; 

Yonr sofl dominion still retain, 

And murmur tales of love. 

Still hush to rest the heaving sigh. 

Still fondly wipe the tear, 
With dear delusion soothe the eye, 

And chase the frowns of fear. 

With balmy touch revive the btoom . 

Of Fancy's wither'd wreath, 
Bid each frail floiV'r its tint resume, 

And ftesher incense breathe. 

ttest hope ! ah, whence thus fluttering, say, 

By thee I feel.restor'd ; 
My bosom owns thy genial sway, 

And heaves to greet its lord. 

Ditnond. 
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GLEE for Four Voices. 

R. J. S. Steyeits. 
Ye spotted snakes with double tongue, 
Thorny hedge-hogs be not seen ; 
Newts and blind worms do no wrong, 
Come not near our fairy queen. 

Philomel with melody, 

Sing in your sweet lullaby, 

Lulla, luUa, lullaby. ^ 

Never harm, nor spell, nor charm, 

Come our lovely lady nigh ; 

So good night, with lullaby, 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby. « 

Weaving spiders come not nere. 

Hence ! ye long-leggM spinners, hepce ! ^ 

Beetles black approach not near, 

Worm and snail do no offence* 

Philomel, with melody, 

Sing in you^ sweet lullaby, 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby. 

Never harm, nor spell, nor charm, 

Come our lovely lady nigh, 

So good night with lullaby, 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby, k 

Shakspearc. 
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Our merchants will employ us, 

To fetch them wealth we know, 
Then be bold, work for gold, 
When the Mormy winds do blow. 

Altered from an old Ballad, hy Martin 
Parker, Peptfsian Library, Magdalen 
College, Cambridge, 15 yersesy see 
JRitsoti, Page 147, Mecl. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 

W, HORSLET, M. B. 

jTou pretty birds that sit and sing, 

Amidst the shady Tallies, 
And see how sweetly Phillis walks, 

Within her guarded alleys : 
Go pretty birds unto her bow'r. 
Sing pretty birds, she may not low*r ; 
For fear my fairest Phillis frown. 
You pretty wantons warble. 

Go, tune your voices harmony. 

And sing I am her lover ; 
Strain low and high, that ev'ry note. 

With sweet consent may move her : 
Go, pretty birds, unto her hie. 
Haste pretty birds, unto her jBy : 
Ah, me ! methinks I see her frown. 
You pretty wantiMis warble. 

Dryden* 
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APPENDIX. 



GLEE /or Three Voices. 

Wm. Dixon. 

As a rosy -wreath I bound, 
'Mongst the roses Love I found ; 
Swift I seiz'd his pinions fast, 
And in wine the wanton cast. 

Taking then the laughing cup, 
Swift I drank the wanton up ; 
Now with ever tickling wings. 
Up and down my breast it springs. 

TranslaUd from the Odes ofAnacreon^ 
by Mr. Addison. 



GLEE /or Three Voices. 

Wm. Drxow. 
With me compose the wreath of flow'rs, 

With me caress the frolic fair : 
With me enjoy the youthful hours. 
With me the rosy goblet share. 

Drive now with me dull thought away, 

With me defiance bid 1o sorrow ; 
Be merry thou with me to-day, 
And I'll be wise with thee to-morrow. 

Translated from the Greek of Catullus^ 

by Mr* Addison. 
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The Garland. 
G LEE for Three Voices. 

Vfu. DiXOK. 

JEIarr the merry pipe and tabor, 

Lead the festive dance along ; 
Let us now, forgeting labour, 

Haste to join the jocund throng. 

See the garland now advancing, 

Deck'd with flow'rets fresh and gay ; 
Borne by beauteous 'Bella dancing, 

Thus to haU the first of May. 

Wm* Dixon. 




ELEGY for Four Voices. 

S. Wbbbe, Jon. 
Tears o'er my parted Thirzas grave I shed. 
Affections fondest tribute to the dead ; 
Oh ! flow my bitter sorrows o'er her shrine. 
Pledge of the love that bound her soul to mine. 
Brei^, break my heart, o'ercharg'd with burstii^ woe. 
An empty offering to the shades below ; 
Ah.! plant regretted — Death's remorseless pow'r, 
With dust unfruitful choak'd thy full blown flow'r ; 
Take earth the gentle inmate to thy breast, 
And, soft embosom'd, bid my Thiiza rest. 

From the Greek Anihohgy. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

T. AxTurooD. 
JLn mason's hearts let joy abound t 
L^ a fraternal health go round 1 
Fill all the bowk up, fill them high, 
Fill all the goblets there, for why. 
When masons meet, should they be dry ? 
Why, sons of candour, tell me why ? 

Our work' is done — weVe fed the poor, 
W^ve chas'd the wolf from sorrow's door : 
Then fill the bowls up, fill them high, 
Fill all the goUets there, for why . 
Should ev'ry mortal drink but I ? 
Why, sons of morals, tell me why ? 

Altered bif J. Perry from Cowley. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 
Ttblcome, friends of harmony. 

Welcome, brethren of the song; 
Welcome to your old retreat, 

Wli^reinusic still delights her throng. 
Here we raise the yocal lay,; 

Emulous of yoor design. 
Here the social glass goes round ; jn 

Friendship and harmony combine. 
Mirth and mqaic haste; away, 
To oetebnte this cheerful day. 

D d 






of cat*' 
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MASQNIC QDE for Four Voices. 

Adaptfd to Hiisio by Ricuaud Clark. 
^GCi8 masonry unites mankind, 

To gen'rous actiooB fprms the soul ; 
In friendly converge aU conjoined , 

One spirit ^xm^aUsA the whole. 

Where e'er aspiring domes arise. 

Where ever sacred altars stand ; 
Thcie altars blage unto the ski^, 

Those domes proclaixn the ma^ofi's ha^^ 

* 

As passions rough the soul disguise, 

'Till science cultiratertlie mind ; 
So the rude stone unshapen lies, 

'Till by the mason's afjt refin'd. 

Tho^ still OUT chief concern and care^ 

Be to deserre a brother's name ; 
Yet ever mindful of the fair. 

Their kindest iiifliie;nGe Hf% claiip. 

Let wretches at our manhood ntil^ 

But they who once our. onjer prpye^ 
Will own that we, who buil4 sp w^lly 

With equal enttgj can loyjf, 

Si|^ liretkren then the craft divine, 

Best band of social joy and mirth ; 
With choral sound, and cheerful winei 

Proclaim it's virtues o'er the earth. 

Dd2 
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The BoTTeBPLT. 

A FAVOURITE DUET. 

J. B. Sale. 
Gay being born to flatter thro' the day. 

Sport in the sunshine of the present hour ; 
On the sweet rose thy painted wings display, 
And cull the fragrance of the opening flower. 

Time hastens on, the sanuti6r ends too soon, 
Take then the rosy minutes as they fly ; -# 

For soon, Idas t your little life is gone, 
To^y you sparkle, and to-morrow die. 



GLEE for Four Voices. 
C. S. Eyans, of His Majesty's Chapels Royal. 
Composed for the Dinner given at tkfi CXfy of London 
Tavern J Tuesda^y Dec. 14, 1813, to celebrate the 
Deliverance of Holland from the y^ke of France. 

IPiLL to the brim, tihd let the goblet's face 

Smile with the spark'ling purple Drink 

My friends the health— ' 

"OUR COUNTRY,^ ' 
Evermay she prov« the rock of liberty', ' 
And her brave sons, to distant ^ages. 
Emulate your zeal. 

J ostph PlacJcett, 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

. . Wm. HOBSlEY, M,B. 

IThrice happy they "who careless laid, 
Beneath some kind embowVing shade ; 
With rosy vseaths their temples crowo^ 
In rosy wine their sorrows drown. 

Meanwhile the muses wake the lyre, 
The graces modest worth inspire ; 
Good-natur'd humour, harmless wit, 
Well tempered joys, nor grave, not light 

There peace shall j^pread her dove-like wing. 
And bid her olives round them spring ; 
There truth shall reign a saered guest. 
And innocence to crown the rest. 

Wm. Thornton. 



GLEE /or Five Voiees. 

Dr. CALiiCotT. 
Sleep ! soft f^r fonn, await th' Alm^hty's will. 
Then rise unchang'd, ai\d be an angel stilL 
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IXSOBIBED TO THB MeMOET OF TUB 1«ATE SaMUEL 

Hahrison. 
ELEGUC ODE for Fhe Vaicti. 

\fu. HoasLBT) If .B. 
jThe breathing oif^ swells the sound of woe, 

Through high arch'd aisles the cadence Winds along ; 
Solemn, jet sweet, the tidings flow, 
In all the mournful melody of song. 

With voices blended in hannottious ky, 
The sorrowing choir their heaty km depkM ; 

And this last tribute of aflfisction pay, 
To their beloved Comrade no^ no aooi^ 

Twas his celestial pleasure to impart, * 
Judgment with taste and science to combine^ * 

Waking, with seraph-voice and matchless art, 
Immortal HandeUs harmony divine. 

Peace, gentle spirit ! to thy lov'd remains. 
Let no rude sounds thy halcyon grave annoy ! 

But << gentle airs^ and sweet <^ melodious strains'' 
Attend thy passage to the reabns of joy. 

jRet7. Thomas Bewanumi. 
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CONRADE THE GoOQ. 

TERZETTO* for Three Voices. 

(Three Tenqrs and ViolonoeUo.) 

fjLEARD you not his spirit siogiTig ? 

Hark ! his passing bell is ringing ; 

Conrade the Good, whom saints and angels love, 

Soon will he tune his harp in choirs above. 

There with harmonies that heav'a can benr delightod^ 

Chernb and Seraph meet him, 

Martyr and Prophet greet him^ 
Soothing past pains and grief, by new-bom rfiptare 
well requited. 

Hear you not his spirit smging ? 

He whose passing bell is ringing ; 

Melting strains 

Ease his pains ; 

See him rise 

Thro' the vaulted skies : 

Light in streams, 

Of glory beams. 



* This elegant Terzetto was engrayed from a M. S. in the poi* 
session of Mr. Hatchett, an ingenious F. R« S. who had taste and 
judgment to collect the most strilcing musical beauties, during hb 
continental tonr. 

/Tm. ShUld^i Airodtteiwm io HarmoMf, 
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GLEE for TTiree Voices* 

Wm . HORSLET, M. B. 

JDearest, do not now delay me, 

Since thou know'st I must be gone ; 
Wind and tide 'tis thought do stay me. 

But, 'tis .wind that must be blown 
From that brc^, whose native smell 
Indian odours fiur exoel. 

O then speak, thou fairest fair ! 
Kill not him who vows to senre thee ; 

But perfume the neighbouring air, 
Else dull silence sure will starve me ; 
'Tis a word that's quickly spoken. 
But being restrained a heart is broken. 

From ike domedy of the Sptmish CWmle^ 
by Beaumont and FktcMer. 
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GLEE for Three Voices. 

Wm. Horsley, M. B. 
"Why does azure deck the sky ? 

'Tis to be like thy looks of blue : 
Why is red the roses dye ? 

Because it is thy blushes hue* 
All things fair, by heav'n's decree, 
'Have been made resembling thee. 

Why is falling snow so white ? 

But to be like thy bosom fair : 
Why are solar l^eanis so bright ? 

That they may seem thy golden hair. 

Why are nature's beauties felt ? 

O 'tis thine in them we see ! 
Why has music pow'r to melt ? 

O ! because it speaks like thee. 

Thomas Little^ Esq. 
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4f. MADRIGAL for Hoe Voices. 

John Benbt. 
^LL creHures now are merry minded. 
The shepherd daughters playing, 
The niraphes are fa la laiiig, 
Yond bugle was wel win-ded, 
At Oriaoa^s presence each thing amiieUi, 
The flowres themselues discover. 
Birds oyer hir do boyer, 
Musick the time beguiletb. 

See where she comes, with flowry gariaads cvMrned, 
Queen of queens renowned, 
Then sang the shepheids and ninphei of Diana, 
Long live faire Oriana t 



5. MADRIGAL for Five Voices. 

John Hilton, M. B. 
JcAiRE Oriana beauties queene. 
Tripped along the verdant greene, 
The faunes and satires, running out. 
Skipped and daunced, round about, 
Flora forsooke hir painted bowrs, 
And made a coronet of flowres, 
Then sang the nimphes of chaste Diana, 
Long live fiiire Oriana ! 
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6. MADRIGAL /or Fms r^iceB.- 

George Marson, M. B. 
^HE niraphs and shepheards daiinced, 
Laaoltos in a dizj tapstrid vally. 
Love from their fiice lamps glaunced, 
Till wantonly they dally : 
Then in a rose bankt idly, ' 
Bright maiestie advanced, ■ . .^■ 

A croune grac't virgin whom a^ people hoiM* ; . . 
They leave their sport amazed, * 
Runne all to looke apoQ hir« 
A moment scarce they gazed, . 
Ere beauties splendor all their eies had daindf 
Desire to see yet ever fixed on hir, 
Then sang the shepherds and nimphs of Diana, 
Long live fiiir Oriana ! 
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7. MADRIGAL for Fite Voices. 

RicHAiiD Carton, 
Calme was aire, and cicere the skye, 
Faire Oriana passing bye, 
Oyer the downes to Ida plains, 
Where hev'n born sisters with their tmines, 
Did all attend hir sacred beauty, 
Striying to excell in duty, 
Satirs and nimphs dauncing together, 
Shepherds triumphing flocking thether, 
Seeing their sov-raigne mistris ther. 
That kept their flocks and them from feare. 
With hie strayn'd voice. 
And harts rejoyce. 

Then sang the sheperds and nimphs of Diana, 
JLfOOg live fair Oriana ! 



Ec 
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8^ MADRIGAL far Boe Falcei. 

John HouiBd. 
^HU8 bonny bootes the liMlipday odtfbiatoil^ 
Of hir his lady deerest, 
Faife Oriana^ 

Which to his halt wMO^eiett^ 
The nimphs and shephenk feaitedy 
With clowted creame vere, 
And to sing requested, 
Loe, heere the fiuie cveated (qfus/lh ke) ike wqriA 

chiefe goddeaie^ 
Sing the fam Oiwm, foe dhe la bQiui|c beqtai rteact 

mistress, 
Then sang the shepherds and nimpht of flimai 
Long live fi^im QiieiMk 



9. MADRIGAL for live Voices. 

Richard Nicolsov. 
SivG shepherds all, and in your ronnddaies. 
Sing onely of faire Orianaes praise, 
The gods above will help io beare a part. 
And men below will trie their greatest art. 
Though neither gods qor men can well apply, 
Fit song or tune to praise hir worthe-ly, 
Then sang the shepheards and nymphes of Diana, 
LcMig live fiiire Oriana. 
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10^ SlADRIOAL fcfr Fhe Voices. 

Thomas Tomkins. 
TH^'fttineilflliid i^tilrs trip^pingi 
With lively nimphs, 
Of fresh coole brookes and fauntaihes^ 
And those of woods and mountains, 
Like roes came nrimblj skipping, 
By signes their mirth unripping, 
My fair queen they presented, 
With anufKIUMu^ tw6iitiej 
&rim'iiill of WeaAlii^ plentil?. 
And still tti ^Ve fr^ttented, 
With bare gifts not contented ; 
The demy gods pray to the gods supernal], 
Hir life, hir wealth, hir fdnl6, may be eler-nall, 
Then sang the shepherds and nimphs of Diana, 
Long live fkftre Oiiana. 



11. MADRIGAL foV five Voices. 

MlCHAEf.L CAVEirDlA. 

Comb genlie nraines and shepheiids daintie dpughtersi 
Adorned with cottrtesie and <iomdy duties, 

Cmne sing^and ioy, and grade lirith Idtriy laughte»| 
The birth-day of the bteuti^is. 

Then sang the shephei'ds'aild nymplSil' 

Long live fiiire Oriana. 



EeS 
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IS. MADRIGAL Jot Fwe Voicei: 

William Cobbold. 
li'l^iTHDRAW yoursdves yee shepheids from yMur 

bowres, 
And strew the path with flowres, 
The nymphs are coming, 
As all amazed they stand still gazintg^ 
To see such bright stars blazingi . 
Lodian bravely treading. 
The powres diyine to hir doe vale their bonnetSy 
Prepare yourselves to sound your pasteiall soaaeUi^ 
Then sang the shepherds and nimphs of Diaoai. . . , 
Long live faire Oriana. 



13. MADRIGAL /or JF&c yoices. 

Thomas Moblbt. 
^RisE ! awake, awake, awake ! 

You silly shepherds sleeping i 
Devise some honor for her sake, 

. By mirth to banish weeping. 
Loe wher she comes in gaudie green arayiogy - 

A prince of beauty, rich and rare ; . 
For hir delightii^, pretends to go^a maying, •• 

You stately nymphs diaw neeiey 
And strew your pathes with roses^ 
In you hir trust reposes. 
Then sang the shepherds and nymphs of Diana, 
Long live £ure Oriana. 
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1. MADRIGAL for Ste Voicts. 

John Farmer. 
Fairb njrmpiis I heard one tellings * 
To beaatifie the place, 
The fhnnes are running, 
The shepherds their pipes are tunening, 
To shew their cunning. 
The lambs amazed leave of their grazing, 
And blind their eyes with gazing, 
Attended by the muses and the graces. 
Then sang the shepherds and nymphs of Dianai 
Long lire iaire Oriana. 



2. MADRIGAL for Six Voices. 

John Wilbye. 
The lady Oriana* 

Was dight aH in the treasures of Guiana, 
And on hir grace a thousand graces tended, 
And t|iU8 sung they : 
Fair queene of^peace and plenty, 
The fairest queen of twenty, 
Then with an olive wreath for peace renowned. 
Her virgin head they crowned, 
Which cremony ended. 
Unto hir grace the thousand graces bended, 
Then sang the shepherds and njonph of Diana, 
Long live &ire Oriana. 
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3. MADRIGAXi fpr Sis Vokes. 

Thomas Huht. 

Hark ! did ye ever b^^ so sweet a siiigingi 

They sing young love to waken ; 
The nymphs unto the woods their qaeens afp bringkigi 

There was a note irell takeii* 

good ! O most devinely ditti'd ! 

A queen and son^ mptft exceUently fitted^ 

1 never saw a fayrer, 
I never heard a rarer, 

Then sang the abepli^ids w4 P jmplM^ 9f QuMPy 
Long live faire Oriana. 



4. MAqRfqAl> for Su? f^oim. 

Thomas Weblkbs. 
As Vesta was from Latmos hill desoendji^^ 
She spied a maiden queen^, the sfuiie ai^oejftding 
Attended on by ail tt^e «hep|iard« i^waiO| 
To whom Dianes darlings, came runoiQi^ dqvK^ |mlip^flt|. 
First two by two, then three by t^vcte^ tot (j^^if^i 
Leaving their goddesse all alon^ haaMI ^bi^M)^j| 
And mingliq^ iri$h t^lf? sj|iept^|efd^ pf h^ ff^Hi^j^ 
With mirtliful tunes hir pres^^ace ept|y[tafi|e|| 
Then sang the shepherds and nympbi of OJif^l^ 
Long live fiuie Qcwui. 
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5. MADRIGAL for Sw Voices. 

John Milton. 
Ji AT RE Oriana in the monies 
Before the day was borne, 
With velvet steps on groundi 
Which made nor print nor sounds 
Would see hir nimphes a bed. 
What lives those ladies led, 
The roses blushing sayd, 
O stay thou shepherds mayd, 
And on a sodain all, 
They rose and beard hir calL 
Then sang those shepherds and nymphn of DiaiUi| 
Long live faire Oriana. 



6. MADRIGAL far Six Voices. 

Ellis Gibbons. 
IR/OUND about hir charret with all adtnirifig strains^ 
The hyades and dcyades give sweetest etttertayaes, 
Lo ! how the gods, lb levelb do accord, 
Whilst doth each goddesse melodies afford i 
Now Baccus in consorting^ 
Silvanus falls a sporting, 
Amphions luli|>*s itspofftii^. 
To the shepherds pipes sing the nyai^hi of Diaba^ 
liong live faire Oriana. 



I, 
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9. MADRIGAL for Sia yokes. 

John Lislet. 
JcAiBB Ciiharea presents hir doves, 

Sweet Minerva singeth ; 
Jove gives a crowne, 

A garland Juno bringeth, 
Fame summoned each celestial power. 
To bring their gifts to Oriana's bower, 
Then sang the shepherds and njmphs of Diana, 
Long live faire Oriana ! 



10 and 27. MADRIGALE * for Six Voices. 

T. MoRLEY and Giovanni Croce* 
JljIard by a christal fountain, 
Oriana, the bright, laj downe a sleeping. 
The birds they finely chirped, the winds w^re stilled, 
Sweetly with these accenting, the air was filled : 
This is the faire whose head a crowne deserveth, 
Which heav'n for her reserveth. 
Leave sheppards your lambs-keeping. 
Upon the barren monntaines ; 
And nimphs attend on: hir and leave your bowers, . 
For shee the dkeppards life main-taiiles and yowers, • 
Then sang the sheppards and nimphs of Diana^ . 
Long live fiure Oriana 1 



* Dr. Burney say that Wilbye has also set these words> but he has 
not met with the Madrigals. 
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OaiAKEs Farewell. 

BfADRIGAL for Five Voices. 

Thomas Bateson. 
]Ef ARK ! heare yoa not a heavenly harmony ? 

Is't Jove think yon, that plaies vpon the spheKf ? 
Htauens I is not this heauenly melody ? 

Wber Joue himself a part in miisick bearet ! 
Now comes in a quire of nightingales : 

Mark, how the nimphs and sheperds of the dakS| 
Hqw all do ioyne together in the praise, 

Of Oriana's life and happy daies. 
Then sing ye sheperds and nimphs of Diana, 
In heauen lines Oriana ! 



The Music of the above Tweni^'eight Madrigals wHl 
shortly be published by Mr. IVm. Hawes. 
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2. MADRIGAL for Five looters. 

O THAT the learned poets of this time. 
Who in a loue-sicke line so well can speake ; 
Would not consume good wit in hateful rime, 
But with deepe care some better subject finde. 
For if their musicke please in earthly things, 
How would it sound if strung with heauenly strings* 



First Part of 3. MADRIGAL for Five Voices. 

JL wAiGH not fortunes frowne nor smile, 

I joy not much in earthly ioyes ; 
I seek not state, I reake not stile, 

I am not fond of Fancies toyes, 
I rest so pleased with what I have, 
I wish no more, no more I crave* 



Second Part of 4. MADRIGAL /or fire Voices. 

JL TREMBLE uot at noyse of warre, 

I quake not at the thunders cracke, 
I shrinke not at a blazing sfarre, 

1 sound not at the newes of wracke. 
I feare no losse, I hope no gainc, 
I envy none, I none disdaine* 
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8. MADRIGAL for Fke Foicet. 

Fabjewbll all iojes ! O Hell ! 

Now restlesBe cares my pillow. 
Sweet mirtle shades fiupewell ! . 

Now come sad cipresse and forlome wiHow, 
She smiles^ she laughs, she iojes at my toimentingfy 

Tost on despaires blacke biUowCi 
O let mee dye lamenting. 



9. MADRIGAL for Five Vnmi. 

XDaiktie fine bird, thoa art encf^ped there, 
Alas ! how like, thine and' my fiMMuncs aie ? 
Both prisoners be, and both singing, thus 
Strive to please her that hath imprisoned us ; 
Onely thus we differ, thou and I^ 
Thou liu'st singing, but I sing and dye. 



10. MADRICMb f6r Five Voices. 

jPaire ladies that to love capti-ued are. 
And chast desires doe nourish in your miude 

Let not her fault, your sweet afitction»mane^ 
Ne blot the bottolie of aU'Womainkinde; 



433 

14. MADRIGAL for Free Voices. 

IV^HAT is our life ? a play of passion. 
Our mirth the musicke of diuision, 
Our mother's wombes the trying houses be. 
Where we are drcst for this short comedy. 
Heaven the judicious sharpe spectator is, 
That sits and markes still ¥^ho doth act amisse, 
Our graves that hide us from the searching sun. 
Are like drawne cmrtaynes when the play is done. 
Thus march wee playing to our latest redt, 
Onely we dye in earnest, that's no lest. 



15. MADRIGAL for Five Voices. 

An deere hart, why doe you rise ? 

The li^ht that shines comes from yours eyes. 

The day breakes not, it is my heart, 

To thinke that you and I must part, 

O stay, or else my joyes will dye, 

And perish in their infancie. 



Ff 
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On the Death of ht Dear Mistris. 

16. MADRIGAL for Five Voices. 

]Faire is the rose, y^ fades with heate or colde, 
Sweete are the violets^ yet soon grow olde ; 
The lillie's white, yet in one day tis done. 
White is the snow yet melts against the sunne. 
So white so sweet was my faire mistris face. 
Yet altred quite in one short hours space ; 
So short liuM beautie a vaine glosse doth borrow^ 
Breathing delight to-day, but none to-morrow. 



First of P^rt 17. MADRIGAL for Five Voices. 

Nay let mc weepc, though others tearcs be spent, 
Though all eyes dryed be, let mine be wet ; 

Unto thy graue ile pay this yeerely rent. 
Thy liuelesse coarse, demands of me this debt. 

I owe more teares tlien ever coarse did crauc, 
I pay more teares than ere was payd to graue. 



Second Part of 18. MADRIGAL for Five Voices. 

JN ERE let the sunne with his deceiuing light, 
Seeke to make glad these watry eyes of mine ; 

My sorrow sutes with melancholy night, 
I ioy in dole, in languishment I pine. 

My deerest friend is set, he was my sunne. 

With whom my mirth, my ioy, and all is done. 
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Third Pnrtofig. MADRIGAL /or Kce Voket. 
sTeT if that age had frosted ore his head, 

Or if his face had furrowed bcene with yeeres, 
I would not thus bentone that hee is dead 

1 might have bcene more niggard of my leares. 
But O the sunnc new rose is gone to bed, 
And lillies in their spring-time bang their head. 

20. MADRIGAL for I-i-ce Voices. 
Trust not too much, faire youth, unto thy feature, 

Be not enamored of tby blushing hew ; 
Be gamesome whilst Ihou art a goodly creature, 

The flowers will fade that in thy garden grew. 
Sweet violets are gathered in their spring, 
Wliite prim it fals without en piltying. 



There is no doubt that Syr C/irlslop/ier Hatlon, 
Knight of the Jloimurable Order of the Bath, wrote 
the IVords of the above Tjcctiti/ Madrigals, according 
to the Preface of the IVork. See Ih. Boycc. See 
an Account of Sir Christopher Hatlon, Abbey Guide ; 
also atcry curious Monument of him. Hatlon Garden 
was named after htm. 

Orlando Gibbons was Organist of King's College 
Chapel, Cambridge, and of the Chapels Rot/alof King 
James the Firxt, in 1604; Batchelor in Music at 
Cambridge, 1606. He died at Canterburi/, of the 
small pox, on fVhit-Sunday, (tihich was on the bth of 
June) 1625. 



ERRATA. 

In the Glee, " Arc the while houn for ever Sed," Page 5, in the 
■eeond line, for makt read mart. 

In the Glee, " Ariie je wiixli," In the 9th line, for OmI, at / iam 
b flpsn, read One/, oA / cmrl Aav Ac niwrt^-tuid in the I Ith and 
13tb liiwi, for 

JPiuf la thtpnfert diviiu, 

Btittet, O Gaii^liiBt! mat'* tr*M*ery : 

Ntxl It theptuien divine bat ite, 
O Gad a/ime! mm'i trmrhtrji .- 

The Madri^l, " O aing unto ID7 raundelue," l> the Compaeltlon of 
Mr. SaiHutt ffaley, sod nut of JUr. ffe6bt, to whom it Is given hjr 
luMtake, in Pace SSS- 

" Come Utc with me and be my love," the Puetr; wi* written hj 
Ckruttflker .Varhv, and not by /fm. SliaUpiart, see Page 4>. 

" If love mid nil the world were youii|c," llie Poetry i^ai written bj 
Sir Ifttller Raleigk,S}fut xtu:y were published by Bell, under the name 
of Skattfeart, in a worlc of his Poems :) — See England's Hrlicon. 

" What ihaft of fate," Page 3TS, by Mr.'S. Wesley, ha* been inierted 
by mittiUw a* a Gtee/tr /bur yoicti, but it ii a S019 by tt*t Gentle- 
man, with a Piaiio-ferte jtecongiaiiimait. 
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